nunc  cognosco  ex  parte 


TRENT  UNIVERSITY 

library 


PRESENTED  BY 


Shell  Canada  Limited 


failirPU  M 


The  Empire  Builders 


Novels  by  Robert  Stead 

The  Homesteaders,  Sixth  Edition 
The  CoW  Puncher,  Sixty-Seventh  Thousand 
Dennison  Grant,  Sixth  Edition 
Neighbours,  Third  Edition 


The 

Emp  ire  Builders 

By  Robert  Stead 

With  an  I ntr  oduction 

By  W .  T .  Allison ,  P  h.  D . 

Professor  of  English  Literature,  University  of  Manitoba 


The  Musson  Book  Company  Ltd. 

Toronto  -  -  Publishers 


ps  %5/zn  .  Tf 


n  Ol 

Aj 


Copyright,  Canada,  1923 
by  The  Musson  Book,  Company  Ltd. 
Publishers  -  Toronto 


Printed  in  Canada 


Foreword 


My  first  little  volume  of  western  and  patriotic  verse 
appeared  in  1908  under  the  title,  “The  Empire  Build¬ 
ers.”  Up  to  the  outbreak  of  the  World  War  a  gen¬ 
erous  public  demand  had  absorbed  four  printings. 
During  the  war  period  a  number  of  selections  from 
the  original  editions  were  included  with  others  of  a 
more  militant  note  in  the  volume  entitled,  in  Canada, 
“Kitchener  and  Other  Poems,”  and  in  Great  Britain, 
“Why  Don’t  They  Cheer?”  With  the  gradual  return 
to  conditions  of  peace  it  seems  appropriate  to  revert  to 
the  original  title,  and  the  accompanying  volume  con¬ 
sequently  appears  as  the  fifth  edition  of  “The  Empire 
Builders.” 

R.  S. 

Ottawa,  Sept.  1,  1923. 
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Robert  Stead,  Poet  of  the  Prairies 

Robert  Stead  is  the  only  singer  of  any  decided 
merit  that  the  Canadian  West  has  yet  produced.  That 
other  Robert,  who  has  won  such  wide  fame  with  his 
unconventional  Klondike  lyrics,  is  a  hinterland  poet; 
his  verse  is  not  truly  representative  of  the  life  and 
thought  of  the  vast  majority  of  people  whom  we  call 
Westerners.  Robert  Service  has  voiced  the  varied 
emotions  of  miners  and  adventurers,  transients  in  a 
wildly  beautiful  and,  in  many  respects,  terrible  land 
of  ice  and  gold.  Stead,  on  the  other  hand,  while  liv¬ 
ing  in  sight  of  the  ice-crowned  Rockies  and  with  the 
lonely  wilderness  not  many  hours  distant,  centres  his 
gaze  upon  the  prairie  country  with  its  peaceful  in¬ 
dustry  and  innumerable  problems  incidental  to  the 
settling  of  a  fertile  empire.  Occasionally  cow-boys 
and  smugglers  gallop  through  the  foot-hills  of  his 
verse;  he  has  devoted  several  of  the  lyrics  of  his  for¬ 
mer  volumes,  “The  Empire  Builders  and  Piairie 
Born,”  to  romantic  doings  in  the  Alberta  of  earlier 
days,  but  the  bulk  of  his  poetry  has  to  do  with  the 
affairs  and  aspirations  of  wheat-growing  patriots. 

One  of  the  signs  that  Robert  Stead  is  a  civilized 
poet  is  the  patriotic  character  of  his  verse.  He  has  been 
inspired  not  so  much  by  Phoebus  Apollo  and  the 
Muses  nine  as  by  Britannia,  who  ought  to  be  desig¬ 
nated  a  tenth  muse.  From  the  very  first  he  has  sung 
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the  glories  of  the  Motherland,  of  Canada  and  the 
Empire.  By  its  very  title  the  present  volume  suggests 
this  strain  and  its  best  lyrics  testify  to  the  intense  love 
and  admiration  of  their  author  for  our  mother  across 
the  sea  and  all  her  faithful  allies  and  children  who 
stood  by  her  in  the  agonies  of  the  Great  War.  Per¬ 
haps  nothing  could  better  illustrate  the  unity  of  the 
Empire  than  the  fact  that  Mr.  Stead’s  poem  on  the 
death  of  Lord  Kitchener  has  had  such  wide  circula¬ 
tion  and,  needless  to  say,  such  power  of  appeal.  It 
was  written  a  few  hours  after  the  announcement  of 
the  great  war-lord’s  death.  Through  the  agency  of 
the  Associated  Press  it  appeared  next  day  in  many 
of  the  morning  dailies  of  Canada.  It  is  probably  the 
only  Canadian  poem  that  was  ever  incorporated  com¬ 
plete  into  a  telegraphic  news  service.  Later  it  was 
copied  by  the  leading  newspapers  of  England,  was 
eulogized  by  the  London  “Spectator,”  was  reprinted 
by  English  admirers  for  distribution  in  the  army  hos¬ 
pitals  of  the  old  land,  and  subsequently  found  its  way 
around  the  world  in  the  press  of  east  and  west.  Among 
the  poems  called  forth  by  the  war  this  lyric  with  its 
grave  rhythm  and  restrained  passion  has  an  honored 
place. 

There  is  nothing  tawdry  about  Mr.  Stead’s  patriotic 
verse.  He  does  not  allow  his  fervor  to  run  away  with 
his  sense  of  proportion.  In  his  pre-bellum  verse  he 
mixed  praise  of  Canada  with  judicious  criticism.  In 
“The  Charity  Ward,”  written  years  before  the  war, 
he  reproved  the  little  Canadians  who  were  willing  to 


accept  the  protection  of  the  British  Navy  without  con¬ 
tributing  a  dollar  towards  the  enormous  cost  of  main¬ 
tenance.  In  one  of  his  most  scornful  poems  Mr. 
Stead  declared  that  Canada  was  “the  Charity  Ward 
of  the  Empire,  a  nation  only  in  name.”  In  stinging 
lines  he  taunted  his  fellow-countrymen  because  of 
their  willingness  to  receive  everything  and  give  noth¬ 
ing  in  return, — 

Valiant  are  ye,  and  haughty,  mighty  in  speech  and  song, 

Out  ye  turn  your  eyes  to  heaven  when  the  hat  is  passed  along. 

The  advent  of  war  changed  all  that,  however.  The 
poet  s  occasion  for  fault-finding  was  removed  and 
he  was  supplied  with  inspiring  themes  by  a  citizen 
soldiery  whose  transformation  from  farmers  to  war¬ 
riors  he  celebrates  in  his  joyous  poem,  “We  were 
Men  of  the  Furrow.” 

Glory  in  abundant  measure  has  been  earned  by 
Canada’s  heroes  at  Ypres  and  Vimy  Ridge  and  in  a 
dozen  other  fiercely-contested  fights,  glory  enough  to 
justify  any  poet  of  east  or  west  in  composing  the 
strongest  panegyrics,  but  readers  of  Mr.  Stead’s  war- 
verse  in  this  volume  will  search  it  in  vain  for  any 
fulsome  or  extravagant  eulogy.  His  finest  praise  of 
Canada  in  Flanders  is  to  be  found  in  “The  Call,”  in 
which  he  reviews  the  quiet  and  ardent  response  of  the 
dominions  overseas  in  the  Motherland’s  hour  of  need. 
Note  the  echo  of  the  poet’s  earlier  jealousy  for  the 
honor  of  his  country  in  this  earnest  stanza  which  closes 
with  words  of  sonorous  and  solemn  pride, — 
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And  thou,  mine  own,  for  whom  my  soul  had  feared, 

That  in  that  day  thy  heart  should  shrink  and  crawl; 

Lest  gain  and  getting,  o’er  endeared, 

Should  leave  thee  fat  and  visionless  withal; 

In  peace  thy  vainer  side  was  uppermost 

And  seared  with  ends  and  aims  of  little  worth; 

In  war,  thy  sons  from  coast  to  coast 
Have  made  thy  name  a  glory  through  the  earth. 

The  mood  in  which  Mr.  Stead  has  conceived  and 
written  the  most  powerful  war  poems  of  this  volume 
is  expressed  in  the  central  lyric,  “Why  Don’t  They 
Cheer?”  After  reading  that  pensive  interpretation 
of  war  sadness,  which  forbade  noisy  demonstrations 
of  farewell  to  those  departing  for  the  valley  of  the 
dreadful  shadow,  we  can  understand  why  Mr.  Stead 
avoids  the  hip-hip-hurrah,  superficial  style  of  pat¬ 
riotic  verse.  He  could  write  that  sort,  if  he  would, 
but  he  has  a  sense  of  the  fitness  of  things,  and  the 
exquisite  little  elegy,  “He  Sleeps  in  Flanders,”  shows 
ability  to  penetrate  into  the  heart  of  things,  to  stir 
the  depths  of  the  soul. 

Mr.  Stead  has  done  well  to  include  in  this  volume  a 
number  of  poems  which  indicate  his  ante-bellum  point 
of  view.  Like  one  of  those  relief  scenes  in  the  drama, 
they  serve  as  a  contrast  to  the  burden  of  tragedy  in 
the  war  part  of  this  collection  of  song.  At  any  rate 
they  will  turn  the  mind  of  the  reader  back  to  those 
years  of  sunny  peace  on  the  western  plains  when  the 
very  thought  of  war  seemed  to  be  a  laughable  im¬ 
possibility. 

And  no  book  by  Mr.  Stead  would  be  a  complete  ex¬ 
pression  of  himself  unless  it  contained  poems  redolent 
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of  the  prairie.  Some  of  his  songs  have  imprisoned 
the  odor  of  the  prairie  rose,  others  waft  to  us  “the 
soft  tang  of  smudge-smoke,”  to  use  one  of  his  own 
expressive  phrases,  and  throughout  his  peace  poems 
we  hear  the  whisper  of  the  wheat. 

The  most  unobservant  reader  cannot  help  but  be 
conscious  of  atmosphere  in  Robert  Stead’s  poetry. 
There  is  a  sense  of  bigness  and  freedom,  a  suggestion 
of  “the  fields  boundless  and  beautiful,”  an  open-air 
gusto  which  no  westerner  can  mistake  and  no  eastern¬ 
er  can  dislike.  Mr.  Stead  has  never  joined  the  frater¬ 
nity  of  vers  libre  poets.  Nor  does  he  emulate  those 
of  the  opposite  extreme,  the  parlor  poets,  makers  of 
pretty  verse,  who  prefer  beauty  of  form  to  vigor  of 
thought.  With  Mr.  Stead  subject  matter  is  of  first 
importance;  he  does  not  despise  melody  and  has  a 
good  command  of  it,  but  he  does  not  indulge  in  art 
for  art’s  sake,  and  does  not  believe  in  cluttering  up 
his  straight-going  poems  with  meretricious  ornament. 

Although  the  duties  of  the  Civil  Service,  with 
which  he  is  now  connected,  require  his  residence  at 
Ottawa,  Mr.  Stead  has  spent  nearly  all  his  life  in  the 
prairie  country.  Born  on  a  boulder-run  Ontario 
farm,  he  was  taken  in  his  infancy  to  the  Turtle  Moun¬ 
tain  district  of  Southern  Manitoba.  There  his  parents 
“homesteaded  it,”  one  hundred  and  twenty  miles  from 
a  railway,  and  miles  distant  from  the  nearest  neighbor. 
Although  in  his  early  manhood  Mr.  Stead  imitated  the 
pushful,  rising  generation  by  going  further  west,  he 
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has  been  on  the  prairies  practically  all  his  days.  Brac¬ 
ing  summers,  grim  winters,  big  distances,  color,  move¬ 
ment,  the  free  life  of  a  new  country,  have  entered  into 
his  make-up,  and  are  reflected  in  his  virile  novels  and 
stirring  poetry. 

Although  Mr.  Stead  began  his  literary  career  as  a 
poet,  he  has  been  even  more  successful  in  the  field  of 
the  novel.  In  less  than  ten  years  he  has  published 
five  novels  which  have  had  a  wide  acceptance,  in  book 
and  serial  form,  not  only  in  Canada,  but  throughout 
the  English-speaking  world.  His  novels  are  dis¬ 
tinguished  by  their  faithful  descriptions  of  the  life 
and  color  of  the  Canadian  West.  They  include  “The 
Bail  Jumper”,  (1914) ;  “The  Homesteaders”,  (1916) ; 
“The  Cow  Puncher”,  (1918);  “Dennison  Grant”, 
(1920),  and  “Neighbours”,  (1922).  “The  Cow 
Puncher”,  which  has  attained  a  sale  of  nearly  seventy 
thousand  copies  and  is  still  in  popular  demand,  is  per¬ 
haps  his  most  widely  known  work  of  fiction.  Mr. 
Stead’s  novels  are  characterized  not  only  by  a  lively 
style,  by  descriptive  power,  and  by  sustained  plot  in¬ 
terest,  but  by  a  whimsical  philosophy  and  a  subtle 
humor  which  never  fail  to>  charm  his  readers. 

Robert  Stead  is  singularly  qualified  to  sound  a  dis¬ 
tinctively  Canadian  note  in  literature.  His  life  has 
been  an  experience  of  the  closest  intimacy  with  the 
passions  underlying  Canadian  nationhood.  His 
imaginative  faculties  are  balanced  by  a  sane  outlook 
and  a  considerable  executive  ability  which  keep  him 
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in  the  current  of  public  affairs.  No  doubt  it  was  this 
combination  of  qualities  which  resulted  in  his  election 
as  President  of  the  Canadian  Authors  Association  in 
the  Spring  of  the  present  year — a  merited  tribute  to 
an  author  and  poet,  still  in  his  early  forties,  who  has 
already  made  contributions  to  Canadian  literature  of 
permanent  value,  and  whose  worth  will  be  still  more 
manifest  when  the  period  of  which  he  writes  has 
passed  into  history. 

W.  T.  Allison. 

University  of  Manitoba, 

September,  1923. 
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The  Empire  Builders 

Not  only  where  the  shrapnel  rakes 
Its  gory  death  along  the  Line, 

And  Earth  with  War’s  percussion  quakes, 

And  men,  half  devil,  half  divine, 

Drive  thirsty  blades  home  to  the  hilt — 

Not  only  there  are  nations  built. 

Not  only  where  the  hungry  wave 
Reflects  the  wreck  of  crashing  steel, 

And  British  seamen,  grim  and  brave, 

Fight  on,  from  furnace-room  to  wheel: 

Though  these  the  Empire’s  bulwarks  be, 
The  Empire  is  not  on  the  sea. 

Where’er  Endeavor  bares  her  arm 
And  grapples  with  the  Things  To  Be, 

At  desk  or  counter,  forge  or  farm, 

On  veldt  or  prairie,  land  or  sea, 

And  men  press  onward,  undismayed, 

The  Empire  Builder  plies  his  trade. 
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Prairie  Born 

We  have  heard  the  night  wolf  howling  as  we  lay 
alone  in  bed; 

We  have  heard  the  grey  goose  honking  as  he  jour¬ 
neyed  overhead; 

We  have  smelt  the  smoke-wraith  flying  in  the  hot 
October  wind, 

And  have  fought  the  fiery  demon  that  came  roaring 
down  behind; 

We  have  seen  the  spent  snow  sifting  through  the 
key-hole  of  the  door, 

And  the  frost-line  crawling,  crawling,  like  a  snake, 
alone-  the  floor ; 

We  have  felt  the  storm-fiend  wrestle  with  the  rafters 
in  his  might, 

And  the  baffled  blizzard  shrieking  through  the  tur¬ 
moil  of  the  night. 

We  have  felt  the  April  breezes  warm  along  the 
plashy  plains; 

We  have  mind-marked  to  the  cadence  of  the  falling 
April  rains; 

We  have  heard  the  crash  of  water  where  the  snow- 
fed  rivers  run, 

Seen  a  thousand  silver  lakelets  lying  shining  in  the 
sun; 
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We  have  known  the  resurrection  of  the  springtime 
in  the  land, 

Heard  the  voice  of  Nature  calling  and  the  words  of 
her  command, 

Felt  the  thrill  of  spring-time  twilight  and  the  vague, 
unfashioned  thought 

That  came  groping  in  the  gloaming  from  the  hopes 
we  had  forgot. 

We  have  heard  the  cattle  lowing  in  the  silent  sum¬ 
mer  nights; 

We  have  smelt  the  smudge-fire  fragrance — we  have 
seen  the  smudge-fire  lights — 

We  have  heard  the  wild  duck  grumbling  to  his  mate 
along  the  bank; 

Heard  the  thirsty  horses  snorting  in  the  stream  from 
which  they  drank; 

Heard  the  voice  of  Youth  and  Laughter  floating 
through  the  starry  night ; 

Seen  the  arched  electric  splendor  of  the  Great  North’s 
livid  light; 

Read  the  reason  of  existence — felt  the  touch  that 
was  divine — 

And  in  eyes  that  glowed  responsive  saw  the  End  of 
God’s  design. 

We  have  smelt  the  curing  wheat-fields  and  the  scent 
of  new-mown  hay; 

We  have  heard  the  binders  clatter  through  the  dusty 
autumn  day; 
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We  have  seen  the  harvest  stubble  gleaming  through 
the  misty  rain; 

We  have  caught  its  crisp  remonstrance  as  we  ploughed 
it  down  again; 

We  have  heard  the  threshers  humming  in  the  cool 
September  night; 

We  have  seen  their  dark  procession  by  the  straw- 
piles’  eerie  light; 

We  have  heard  the  freight-trains  groaning,  slipping, 
grinding,  on  the  rail, 

And  the  idle  trace-chains  jingle  as  they  jogged  along 
the  trail. 

We  have  hopes  to  others  foreign,  aims  they  cannot 
understand, 

We,  the  “heirs  of  all  the  ages,"  we,  the  first-fruits 
of  the  land; 

From  the  bosom  of  our  prairies  we  have  drunk  a 
mighty  draught; 

We  have  fought  with  Fate  bare-handed;  we  have 
diced  with  Death,  and  laughed ; 

From  our  wild  and  wind-swept  Mother  we  have 
travailed  in  pain, 

She  hath  haltered  us  and  bridled  us  and  broken  us  in 
twain  ; 

Yet  she  holds  her  children  strangely  in  a  passion  never 
done, 

And  our  hearts  are  bound  forever  in  the  spell  that  she 
hath  spun ! 
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The  Mixer 

They  are  fresh  from  all  creation,  from  the  corners  of 
the  earth, 

Where  a  man  is  held  and  bonded  by  the  rule  of  caste 
and  birth ; 

From  the  homes  of  rank  and  title,  from  the  slums 
of  want  and  woe, 

They  are  coming  as  the  cattle  that  have  nowhere 
else  to  go; 

They  are  haggard,  huddled,  homeless,  frightened  at — 
they  know  not  what; 

With  occasional  exceptions  they’re  a  disappointing  lot; 

But  I  bury  old  conventions  as  I  bury  all  the  past, 

And  I  turn  them  out  Canadians — Canadians  at  last ! 

Oh,  I  take  ’em  from  the  counter,  the  factory,  the 
mine, 

They  are  rough-and-ready  rascals  till  I  lick  ’em  into 
line : 

They  are  coming  as  a  river  pouring  down  from  Every¬ 
where, 

Black  and  white  and  many-tinted,  brown  and  yellow 
dark  and  fair: 

They  are  coming  from  the  city,  from  the  valley,  from 
the  hill, 

They  are  coming  from  the  “May  I?”  to  the  country 
of  “I  Will”; 
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And  some  will  soil  my  honor,  but  some  will  hold  it 
fast 

’Till  I  turn  them  out  Canadians — Canadians  at  last. 

In  my  new-born,  day-old  cities  they  begin  their  frantic 
quest, 

Rushing,  clashing,  seizing,  holding,  with  the  Spirit 
of  the  West; 

Where  the  lust  of  gain  drives  onward  pausing  not  for 
how  or  whence, 

And  they  daily  raise  their  standard  of  “a  decent  compe¬ 
tence;” 

Where  the  sons  of  men  are  equal  in  the  eyes  of 
other  men, 

And  the  man  who  falls  defeated  rises  up  to  fight 
again : 

I  mix  ’em,  mix  ’em,  mix  ’em,  though  the  gods  may 
stand  aghast 

As  I  turn  them  out  Canadians — Canadians  at  last! 

And  I  take  ’em  in  the  forest,  where  the  axes  bite  the 
tree, 

And  I  school  ’em  in  the  building  of  this  country  of 
the  free; 

There  I  discipline  them  daily,  there  I  halter  them 
anew, 

And  I  teach  my  freedom  freely  by  the  fists  of  half 
the  crew; 
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In  the  spring  they’re  on  the  river,  where  the  logs  go 
racing  by, 

And  they  haven’t  time  to  wonder  who  will  be  the 
next  to  die, 

But  they  meet  their  daily  dangers  with  a  courage  un¬ 
surpassed 

As  I  turn  them  out  Canadians — Canadians  at  last. 

And  they  swarm  by  hiving  hundreds  on  the  railway 
right-of-way 

Where  they  sweat  and  swear  and  hustle  at  so  much 
a  head  per  day, 

Where  they  set  the  greenhorn  handling  glycerine  and 
dynamite — 

Just  a  stumble  or  a  mishap  and  it  blows  him  out  of 
sight — 

Where  the  Yankee  fights  with  fire-arms  and  the  Dagc 
with  his  knife, 

And  a  little  bit  of  banter  may  cost  a  man  his  life; 

There  I  teach  my  children  patience  though  their  skies 
be  overcast 

While  I  turn  them  out  Canadians — Canadians  at  last. 

In  the  silent,  sunlit  prairies  they  are  list’ning  to  the 

call 

That  is  calling,  calling,  calling,  “Come  you  up,  why 
will  you  fall? 

Here  is  pay  for  every  worker,  here’s  reward  for 
honest  toil, 
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And  a  man  may  grow  to  heaven  if  his  roots  are  in 
the  soil.” 

They  are  putting  off  the  old  things,  they  are  trying 
on  the  new; 

In  the  battle  with  conditions  they  are  proving  what 
is  true; 

In  the  hope  that  swells  triumphant  over  failures  of 
the  past 

I  turn  them  out  Canadians — Canadians  at  last. 

In  the  great,  big,  white-walled  winter,  when  the  soul 
cries  out  in  dread — 

In  the  nameless  dread  of  winter,  when  the  summer 
hopes  are  dead — 

When  the  thoughts  turn  backward,  backward,  to  the 
land  beyond  the  sea. 

And  the  weak  ones  and  the  false  ones  would  renounce 
their  faith  in  me — 

Then  I  curse  them,  starve  them,  freeze  them,  until 
every  naked  bone 

Rattles  in  the  howling  blizzard,  “I  accept  you  as  my 
own.” 

In  the  crucibles  of  suffering  their  spirits  I  recast 

As  I  turn  them  out  Canadians — Canadians  at  last! 

In  the  city,  on  the  prairie,  in  the  forest,  in  the  camp, 

In  the  mountain-clouds  of  color,  in  the  fog-white 
river-damp, 

From  Atlantic  to  Pacific,  from  the  Great  Lakes  to 
the  Pole, 
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I  am  mixing  strange  ingredients  into  a  common 
whole ; 

Every  hope  shall  build  upon  me,  every  heart  shall 
be  my  own, 

The  ambitions  of  my  people  shall  be  mine,  and  mine 
alone ; 

Through  the  pangs  of  transformation  in  my  fiery  fur¬ 
nace  blast 

Do  I  shape  and  mould  and  make  them — Canadians, 
at  last! 
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The  Prairie 

The  City?  O  yes,  the  City 

Is  a  good  enough  place  for  a  while, 

It  fawns  on  the  clever  and  witty, 

And  welcomes  the  rich  with  a  smile ; 

It  harries  its  sheep  to  the  slaughter, 
And  the  simple  ones  run  at  its  call  ; 

But  the  City  is  only  the  daughter — 

The  Prairie  is  mother  of  all ! 

The  City  knows  naught  of  the  vision 
The  Prairie-born  see  in  their  toil, 

And  often  in  foolish  derision 
It  mocks  at  the  men  of  the  soil ; 

Its  picture  of  life  is  distorted; 

It  deifies  Money  as  God ; 

Its  classes  are  labelled  and  sorted, — 
And  the  label  is  often  a  fraud ! 

The  City  is  cramped  and  congested, 
The  haunt  and  the  covert  of  crime ; 

The  Prairie  is  broad,  unmolested, 

It  points  to  the  high  and  sublime; 

Where  only  the  sky  is  above  you, 

And  only  the  distance  in  view, 

With  no  one  to  jostle  or  shove  you — 
It’s  there  a  man  learns  to  be  true! 
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Where  the  breeze  whispers  over  the  willows, 
Or  sighs  in  the  dew-laden  grass, 

And  the  rain-clouds,  like  big,  stormy  billows, 
Besprinkle  the  land  as  they  pass ; 

With  the  smudge-fire  alight  in  the  distance, 
The  wild-duck  alert  on  the  stream, 

Where  life  is  a  psalm  of  existence. 

And  opulence  only  a  dream. 


Where  wide  as  the  plan  of  creation 
The  Prairies  stretch  ever  away, 

And  beckon  a  broad  invitation 
To  fly  to  their  bosom,  and  stay; 

The  prairie-fire  smell  in  the  gloaming — 
The  water-wet  wind  in  the  spring — 
An  empire  untrod  for  the  roaming — 
Ah,  this  is  a  life  for  a  king! 


When  peaceful  and  pure  as  a  river 
They  lie  in  the  light  of  the  moon, 
You  know  that  the  Infinite  Giver 
Is  stringing  your  spirit  a-tune; 

That  Life  is  not  told  in  the  telling, 
That  Death  does  not  whisper  adieu, 
And  deep  in  your  bosom  up-welling, 
You  know  that  the  Promise  is  true! 
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To  those  who  have  seen  it  and  smelt  it, 

To  those  who  have  loved  it  alone, 

To  those  who  have  known  it  and  felt  it — 
The  Prairie  is  ever  their  own; 

And  far  though  they  wander,  unwary, 

Far,  far  from  the  breath  of  the  plain, 

A  thought  of  the  wind  on  the  Prairie 
Will  set  their  blood  rushing  again. 
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The  Plough 

What  power  is  this  that  stands  behind  the  steel? — 
A  homely  implement  of  blade  and  wheel 
Neglected  by  the  margin  of  the  way, 

And  flashing  back  the  blaze  of  dying  day; 

Or  dragging  slow  along  the  yellow  field 
By  faith  and  works  assuring  future  yield, 

It  marks  the  pace  of  innocence  and  toil, 

And  taps  the  boundless  treasure  of  the  soil. 

Before  you  came,  the  red-man  rode  the  plain, 
Untitled  lord  of  Nature’s  great  domain; 

The  shaggy  herds,  knee-deep  in  mellow  grass, 

The  lazy  summer  hours  were  wont  to  pass; 

The  wild-goose  nested  by  the  water  side ; 

The  coyote  roamed  upon  the  prairie  wide; 

The  black  bear  trod  the  woods  in  solemn  might; 

The  lynx  stole  through  the  bushes  in  the  night. 

No  sound  of  toil  was  heard  in  all  the  land; 

No  joyous  laugh  or  voice  of  sharp  command; 

No  cloud  of  smoke  from  iron  funnels  thrown 
Was  through  the  autumn  hazes  gently  blown; 

No  edge  of  steel  tore  up  the  virgin  sod; 

No  church  its  shining  finger  turned  to  God; 

No  tradesman  labored  over  bench  and  tool; 

No  children  chattered  on  their  way  to  school. 
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But  all  the  land  lay  desolate  and  bare, 

Its  wealth  of  plain,  its  forest  riches  rare 
Unguessed  by  those  who  saw  it  through  their  tears, 
And  Nature — miser  of  a  thousand  years — 

Most  jealously  her  treasure-trove  concealed 
Which  only  at  your  coming  she  revealed; 

But  all  lay  silent,  useless,  and  unused, 

And  useless  it  because  it  was  unused. 

You  came.  Straightway  the  silent  plain 
Grew  mellow  with  the  glow  of  golden  grain; 

The  axes  in  the  solitary  wood 

Rang  out  where  stately  oak  and  maple  stood ; 

The  land  became  alive  with  busy  din, 

And  as  the  many  settled,  more  came  in ; 

The  Earth  gave  up  her  hoard,  and  in  a  stream 
The  gold  poured  forth  behind  your  busy  beam ! 

By  lake  and  river,  rock  and  barren  waste, 

A  peaceful  army  toiled  in  eager  haste; 

Ten  thousand  backs  beneath  the  burden  bent 
Led  on,  led  on,  across  the  continent; 

Their  outworks  every  day  were  forced  ahead — 

And  every  day  they  gave  their  toll  of  dead — 
Until  at  length  the  double  lines  of  steel 
Received  the  steaming  steed  and  whirling  wheel ! 

Where  yesterday  the  lazy  bison  lay 
A  city  glitters  in  the  sun  to-day; 

His  paths  are  turned  to  streets  of  wood  and  stone, 
And  thousands  tread  the  way  he  trod  alone; 
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The  mighty  hum  of  industry  and  trade 
Fills  all  the  place  where  once  he  held  parade, 

While  harnessed  Vulcan,  mightier  than  Mars, 

Leaps  through1  the  dark  and  strews  the  night  with 
stars ! 

The  sound  of  trade  is  heard  on  ever)'  hand. 

And  sturdy  men  rise  to  possess  the  land ; 

A  thousand  towns  and  hamlets  over  night 
Spring  up  to  greet  the  early  morning  light; 

A  thousand  hopes  are  born  where  hope  was  not, 

And  children  play  where  Indian  wars  were  fought ; 
And  millions,  knowing  neither  how  nor  why, 

Sit  down  to  eat  of  that  thou  dost  supply. 

Where  once  the  silent  red-man  spurned  the  ground, 

A  land  of  peace  and  plenty  now  is  found, 

A  land  by  Nature  destined  to  be  great, 

Where  every  man  is  lord  of  his  estate; 

Where  men  may  dwell  together  in  accord, 

And  honest  toil  receive  its  due  reward; 

Where  loyal  friends  and  happy  homes  are  made, 

And  culture  follows  hard  the  feet  of  trade. 

This  you  have  made  it :  Is  it  vain  to  hope 
The  sons  of  such  a  land  will  climb  and  grope 
Along  the  undiscovered  paths  of  Truth, 

And,  daring  all  things  with  a  heart  of  youth, 

Forever,  beckoned  by  a  high  ideal, 

Press  onward,  upward,  till  they  make  it  real ; 

With  feet  sure  planted  on  their  native  sod, 

And  will  and  aspirations  linked  with  God? 
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The  Homesteader 

Far  away  from  the  din  of  the  city, 

I  dwell  on  the  prairie  alone, 

With  no  one  to  praise  or  to  pity, 

And  all  the  broad  earth  for  my  own; 

The  fields  to  allure  me  to  labor, 

The  shanty  to  shelter  my  sleep, 

A  league  and  a  half  to  a  neighbor — 
And  Collie  to  watch  if  I  weep. 

Yes,  this  is  my  place  of  probation, 
Though  woefully  windy  and  bare, 

I  am  lord  of  my  own  habitation, 

I  mock  at  the  meaning  of  care ; 

For  here,  on  the  edge  of  creation, 

Lies,  far  as  the  vision  can  fling, 

A  kingdom  that’s  fit  for  a  nation — 

A  kingdom — and  I  am  the  king ! 

The  grasses  aglare  in  the  morning 
With  crystalline  radiance  shine; 

The  dew-drops  are  jewels  adorning, 

Are  jewels — and  the  jewels  are  mine. 

The  heat  of  the  sun  when  it  shineth, 

The  wet  of  the  wind  when  it  rains, 

Are  balm  to  the  heart  that  repineth- — 
The  Medicine-Men  of  the  plains! 

I  follow  the  plough  in  the  breaking, 

I  tap  the  rich  treasures  of  Time— 
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The  treasure  is  here  for  the  taking, 

And  taking  it  isn’t  a  crime  ; 

I  ride  on  the  rack  or  the  reaper 
To  harvest  the  fruit  of  my  hand, 

And  daily  I  know  that  the  deeper 
I’m  rooting  my  soul  in  the  land. 

They  say  there  is  wealth  in  the  doing, 
That  royal  and  rich  are  the  gains, 

But ’t  isn’t  the  wealth  I  am  wooing 
So  much  as  the  life  of  the  plains; 

For  here  in  the  latter-day  morning, 
Where  Time  to  Eternity  clings, 
Midwife  to  a  breed  in  the  horning, 

I  behold  the  Beginning  of  Things ! 

When,  reckless  of  time  and  of  trouble 
I  watch  till  the  water-fowl  comes, 
Or,  picking  my  steps  in  the  stubble, 

I  steal  where  the  prairie-hen  drums; 
When  shooting  the  wolf  in  the  brushes, 
Or  spearing  the  pike  in  the  stream, 
Or  potting  the  crane  in  the  rushes — 
Ambition  seems  only  a  dream. 

When  darkness  envelops  creation, 

And  shadows  lie  deep  on  the  plain, 

I  sit  in  my  rude  habitation 

And  ponder  my  childhood  again; 
Then  voices  come  out  of  the  distance, 
Far  voices  from  over  the  sea, 
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They  call  from  the  depths  of  existence — 

I  know  they  are  calling  to  me ! 

The  voices  of  song  and  of  motion, 

The  voices  of  laughter  and  light, 

They’re  calling  from  over  the  ocean — 

Oh  God !  could  I  answer  to-night ! 

The  voices  of  friend  and  of  lover, 

The  voices  I  knew  in  the  past — 

I  turn  to  my  pallet  to  smother 

The  thoughts  that  have  found  me  at  last ! 

*  *  *  *  * 

Greater  than  the  measure  of  the  heroes  of  the  past , 

He  is  building  for  the  future,  and  his  edifice  zvill  last; 

Though  they  count  him  but  a  common  man,  he  holds 
the  Outer  Gate, 

And  posterity  zvill  ozvn  him  as  the  father  of  the  State. 
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I  he  Early  Days 

Yes,  times  have  changed  since  the  early  days  and 
things  are  different  now; 

VVe  used  to  tramp  from  dawn  to  dusk  in  the  trail  of 
a  walking-plough, 

And  sow  our  grain  from  a  canvas  sack  with  a  barrel- 
hoop  for  a  mouth, 

And  we  kind  o’  felt  that  Providence  controlled  the  frost 
and  drouth; 

And  in  the  harvest  work  we  always  neighbored  forth 
and  back, 

And  never  thought  of  threshing  till  the  grain  was  in 
the  stack; 

And  hauled  our  wood  in  the  winter-time,  and  smoked 
beside  the  fire, 

And  felt  our  lot  was  everything  that  reason  could 
desire. 


True,  we  had  little  money;  our  homes  were  plain  and 
bare ; 

Maybe  a  box  for  a  table,  maybe  a  block  for  a  chair; 

Straw  to  repose  our  bodies  at  the  end  of  the  well- 
worked  day, 

And  the  stars  saw  through  the  knot-holes  in  the 
shingles  where  we  lay; 

Food  that  was  mostly  our  raising,  coffee  from  toasted 
wheat, 
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Cottonade  for  our  Sunday  suits,  moccasins  for  our 
feet. 

Hard  were  our  frames  with  labor,  knotted  our  hands 
with  toil, 

And  we  went  to  bed  at  twilight  to  save  the  price  of  oil. 

Hardship?  Perhaps,  but  old-timers  look  back  at  the 
early  days 

Before  we  had  come  to  realize  that  practical  farming 
pays, 

Back  at  the  times  we  were  all  so  poor  that  none  of 
us  thought  of  wealth, 

Back  at  the  times  when  we  found  content  in  industry 
and  health, 

Back  at  the  nights  in  the  shanty,  when  the  wolves 
howled  in  the  snow, 

Back  at  the  old  sod  stable  and  the  cattle  in  a  row, 

Back  at  the  distances  still  unmapped,  at  the  trails  that 
were  still  untrod, 

When  round  about  were  the  wastes  of  earth  and  over¬ 
head  was  God. 

Yes,  times  have  changed  since  the  early  days;  farming 
is  now  an  art; 

They’re  coming  for  land  in  motor  cars — but  we  came 
in  a  cart — 

They’re  teaching  us  farming  out  of  books;  showing  us 
how  and  why; 

(But  they  don’t  get  the  crops  we  used  to  get  in  the 
glorious  days  gone  by) 
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Binding  the  earth  with  railway  lines,  netting  the  world 
with  wires, 

Leaving  the  mail  at  our  corner-posts,  pampering  our 
desires; 

They  show  us  that  times  are  better,  prove  it  a  thou¬ 
sand  ways, 

But  we  think  of  the  old-time  comradeship  and  sigh 
for  the  early,  days.  ' 
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The  Old  Guard 

Knew  you  the  men  of  the  Old  Guard?  Men  of  the 
camp  and  trail; 

Guard  of  the  van  when  Time  began  in  the  land  of 
grass  and  gale, 

Of  a  sky-wide  land  they  seized  command  where  the 
mightiest  prevail. 

Who  were  the  men  of  the  Old  Guard?  Giants  of 
strength  and  will, 

Trained  in  the  school  of  hard-luck  rule  and  daring 
to  die  or  kill, 

Staking  their  lives,  and  their  young,  and  wives,  on 
the  road  up  Fortune’s  hill. 

Whence  were  the  men  of  the  Old  Guard  ?  Heroes 
of  ’Eighty-two, 

From  swamp  and  ledge  and  ocean’s  edge  they  came 
to  see  and  do, 

And  they  failed  at  first,  and  the  land  they  cursed,  but 
they  stayed  and  struggled  through. 

Hope  of  the  men  of  the  Old  Guard?  Little  but 
hope  was  theirs; 

With  empty  hand  in  an  untried  land  they  clutched 
at  wheat  and  tares, 

And  home  at  night  by  the  wood-fire  light  was 
answer  to  their  prayers. 
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Way  of  the  men  of  the  Old  Guard?  What  of  their 
end  and  way? 

You  may  find  their  bones  by  the  lime-white  stones 
where  the  sun-dried  sleugh-holes  lay, 

For  the  Goddess  Trade  is  a  costly  jade,  and  they 
were  the  ones  to  pay. 

Joy  of  the  men  of  the  Old  Guard?  The  joy  of  the 
brave  and  true; 

With  joy  they  paced  where  Death  grimaced  and  his 
icy  vapors  blew, 

And  with  steady  tread  they  bore  their  dead  with  the 
faith  of  the  chosen  few. 

What  of  the  men  of  the  Old  Guard?  Ask  of  the 
arching  skies, 

The  grass  that  waves  on  their  leafy  graves  is  lisp¬ 
ing  their  lullabyes, 

And  the  lives  they  spent  are  their  monument  and 
their  title  to  Paradise. 
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The  Mothering 

I  had  lain  untrod  for  a  million  years  from  the  line 
to  the  Arctic  sea; 

I  had  dreamed  strange  dreams  of  the  vast  unknown, 
Of  the  lisping  wind  and  the  dancing  zone 
Where  the  Northland  fairies’  feet  had  flown, 

And  it  all  seemed  good  to  me. 

At  the  close  of  a  thousand  eons  of  sleep  came  a  pang 
that  was  strange  to  me; 

The  pang  of  a  new  life  in  my  breast, 

The  swell  of  a  vast  and  a  vague  unrest, 

And  it  thrilled  my  soul  from  East  to  West 
As  it  fluttered  to  be  free. 

But  I  steeled  my  heart  to  the  biped  thing;  of  vast 
presumption  he: 

He  would  lure  my  lonely  thoughts  away, 

He  would  sport  himself  on  the  sacred  clay 
Where  the  dust  of  the  prehistoric  lay  ; 

But  he  scorned  the  soul  of  me. 

So  I  stretched  my  plains  for  a  thousand  leagues  from 
the  mountains  to  the  sea; 

But  he  rolled  them  back  with  a  steel-laid  line, 

And  he  crumpled  space  by  man’s  design, 

And  he  filled  his  life  with  the  breath  of  mine; 

But  his  love  he  gave  not  me. 
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Then  1  called  him  foes  from  the  farthest  North  and 
the  snowflake  fluttered  free; 

But  he  took  him  trees  I  had  given  birth, 

And  he  delved  him  coal  from  my  bowels  of  earth. 
And  he  laughed  at  me  as  he  sat  in  mirth ; 

But  he  cursed  the  cold  of  me. 

I  hen  I  cut  him  off  from  his  fellow-men  that  his 
thought  might  turn  to  me  ; 

But  he  strung  him  a  line  of  copper  thread, 

And  his  fire-shod  words  swung  overhead, 

By  the  fiend  of  air  his  thought  was  spread 
O’er  hill,  and  plain,  and  lea. 

Then  I  gave  him  hopes  he  could  not  define  and  fears 
that  he  could  not  flee; 

And  he  heard  my  cry  in  the  long,  still  night, 

In  my  spirit-thrall  I  held  him  tight, 

And  his  blind  soul-eyes  craved  for  the  light; 

But  the  light  he  could  not  see. 

So  I  held  my  peace  till  I  saw  him  sit  with  children  at 
his  knee  ; 

And  I  sent  them  the  sun  and  the  wind  and  the  rain, 
And  the  ferny  slope  and  the  flowery  plain, 

And  the  wet  night-smell  of  the  growing  grain; 
And  their  love  they  gave  to  me. 
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In  the  last  race-birth  of  the  sons  of  men  a  travail 
holdeth  me: 

But  out  of  the  night  of  pain  and  tears 
A  new  life  comes  with  the  rolling  years; 

And  I  fondle  the  child  of  my  hope  and  fears, 

And  it  seemeth  good  to  me. 
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Little  Tim  Trotter 

Little  Tim  Trotter  was  born  in  the  West, 

Where  the  prairie  lies  sunny  and  brown ; 

Never  was,  surely,  so  welcome  a  guest 
In  the  stateliest  halls  of  the  town ; 

For  Little  Tim  Trotter  was  thoughtful  and  wise, 
And  a  buccaneer  daring  and  bold; 

And  those  who  had  looked  into  Little  Tim’s  eyes 
Saw  more  than  has  ever  been  told. 

Little  Tim  Trotter  would  play  in  the  sun, 

Or  lie  in  the  buffalo  grass, 

And  in  fancy  he  saw  the  wild  buffalo  run 
And  the  brave-riding  Indians  pass; 

And  with  eyes  that  were  deep  as  the  infinite  blue 
He  would  picture  himself  at  their  head, 

For  no  one  so  young  as  this  hunter-man  knew 
That  the  herds  and  the  riders  were  dead. 

Little  Tim  Trotter  would  lie  in  his  bed 

While  the  fire-light  played  low  on  the  floor, 

And  strange  were  the  thoughts  that  in  Little  Tim’ 
head 

Played  low  like  the  fire  at  the  door; 

The  hopes  that  were  his,  and  the  wonders  he  knew 
And  the  yearning  he  had  in  his  heart, 

With  the  glimmering  light  of  the  future  in  view; 
And  Little  Tim  just  at  the  start! 
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Little  Tim  Trotter  has  heard  the  long  call, 

And  has  answered  with  joy  and  surprise, 

And  the  thoughts  and  the  things  that  are  hid  from  us 
all 

To-day  are  revealed  to  his  eyes; 

And  he  rides  on  the  plains  with  his  buffalo  herd, 

Or  he  camps  with  his  Indians  brave ; 

But  Little  Tim  Trotter  speaks  never  a  word 
Through  the  mound  of  a  little  green  grave. 
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Hustlin  in  My  Jeans 

Yes,  I’m  holdin’  down  the  homestead  here  an’  roughin' 
it  a  bit, 

It  seems  the  only  kind  o’  life  that  I  was  built  to  fit, 

For  it’s  thirty  years  last  summer  since  I  staked  my  first 
preserve, 

An’  I  reckon  on  the  whole  I’ve  prospered  more  than 
I  deserve; 

An’  my  friends  kep’  naggin’  at  me  for  to  quit  this  toil 
an’  strife, 

An’  to  settle  in  the  city  for  the  balance  of  my  life, 

An’  I  ain’t  compelled  to  labor — I’ve  some  mortgages 
and  liens — 

But  I’m  happier  when  I’m  hustlin’  on  the  homestead 
in  my  jeans. 

I’ve  tried  to  loaf  an’  like  it,  an’  I’ve  tried  to  swell 
about 

Where  the  boozey  run  to  red-eye  an’  the  greedy  run  to 
gout, 

An’  I’ve  tried  to  wear  a  collar  an’  a  fancy  fly-net  vest, 

An’  I’ve  tried  to  think  it  pleasant  just  to  sit  around 
an’  rest; 

An’  I’ve  tried  to  look  important — though  I’d  nothin’ 
on  my  mind. 

An’  to  strut  about  with  others  who  were  similar  in¬ 
clined  ; 
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I’ve  mingled  in  society  an’  peeked  behind  the  scenes — 

An’  I’m  happier  when  I’m  hustlin’  on  the  homestead 
in  my  jeans. 

Then  I  got  the  lust  for  roamin’,  an’  I  rummaged  round 
the  earth, 

An’  I  got  a  big  experience  an’  correspondin’  girth, 

But  the  more  I  roved  an’  rambled  the  less  I  cared  tc 
live, 

An’  I  only  kep’  on  goin’  cause  I’d  no  alternative ; 

I  learned  through  tips  an’  tickets  an’  the  jostle  of  the 
train 

That  there’s  nothin’  pulls  your  heart-strings  like  the 
wheat-smell  in  the  rain, 

An’  I  bid  good-bye  to  Fashion  an’  her  social  kings  an 
queens, 

An’  I  filed  my  second  homestead  an’  I  bought  a  pair 
of  jeans. 

'Course  it’s  sometimes  kind  o’  lonely  on  the  prairie  here 
alone, 

When  the  night-time  settles  round  you  an’  your 
thoughts  are  all  your  own, 

An’  old  faces  flit  before  you  like  a  flock  o’  homin’ 
birds, 

An’  your  heart  swells  with  emotion  that  no  man  can 
put  in  words, 

An’  you  ponder  on  the  Why-for,  the  Beginnin’,  an’ 
the  End, 
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An’  you  know  the  only  things  worth  while  are  Family 
an’  Friend — 

From  the  trifles  of  existence  your  better  judgment 
weans, 

An’  you  get  the  right  perspective  on  the  homestead — in 
your  jeans. 

There  are  days  the  sweat-drops  glisten  on  this  sun¬ 
burned  hand  of  mine, 

There  are  nights  the  joints  go  creakin’  as  I  crawl  to 
bed,  at  nine, 

But  I  hear  the  horses  stampin’  and  the  rap  o’  Collie’s 
tail, 

An’  it  minds  me  of  the  Eighties  an’  the  Old  Commis¬ 
sion  Trail — 

Of  the  days  we  pledged  our  future  to  a  land  we  hardly 
knew, 

An’  the  men  whose  brave  beginnings  made  prosperity 
for  you; 

There  are  men  now  great  an’  famous  I  remember 
in  their  teens, 

An’  they  made  their  start  by  hustlin’  on  the  homestead, 
in  their  jeans. 

There  are  times  when  most  folks  figure  that  their  life 
has  been  a  blank; 

You  may  be  a  homeless  hobo  or  director  of  a  bank, 

But  the  thought  will  catch  you  nappin’ — catch  you 
sometime  unawares — 
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That  your  life  has  been  a  failure,  and  that  no  one 
reallv  cares ; 

That  the  world  will  roll  without  you  till  the  Resurrec¬ 
tion  morn, 

An’  that  no  one  would  have  missed  you  if  you  never 
had  been  born; 

An’  I  give  you  my  conclusion — all  that  livin’  really 
means 

Is  revealed  to  those  who  hustle  on  the  homestead  in 
their  jeans. 


Some  day  I  reckon  I’ll  cash  in  an’  file  another  claim 

Where  the  wicked  cease  from  troublin’  an’  the  good  get 
in  the  game; 

Where  the  pews  are  not  allotted  by  the  fashion  of  your 
dress, 

An’  the  only  thing  that  figures  is  inherent  manliness ; 

Let  me  feel  a  neighbor’s  hand-clasp  when  I  am  called 
to  part, 

An’  let  the  prairies  hold  me,  as  they  have  held  my 
heart, 

An’  find  a  sunny  hillside  where  the  water-willow 
screens, 

An’  plant  me  on  the  homestead  where  I  hustled — in 
my  jeans. 
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The  Healer 


Yes,  I’m  lookin’  for  a  preacher;  say, 

You  know  of  one  around  this  way? 

What,  him?  More  like  a  hustler 
On  a  cow  ranch,  cattle  rustler, 

River  driver,  or  such  creature, 

But  I  guess  he’s  not  a  preacher. 

Straight?  Well,  Boss,  you’ve  got  me  guessin’, 

One  can  never  judge  by  dressin’; 

But  you  don’t  wear  no  hoss-collar 

Showin’  you’re  a  Scripture  scholar; 

Still,  you’ll  maybe  do  the  servus 

If  vou  ain’t  too  scared  or  nervous. 

• ' 

There’s  a  guy  fell  in  the  furrow 
Of  a  steam  plough;  had  to  burrow 
Under  sods  to  get  him  out; 

He’s  all  in,  I  guess,  about. 

Packed  a  quite  a  jag  o’  sin; 

Scared  St.  Pete  won’t  let  him  in ; 

Asked  me  if  I’d  try  and  rustle 
Some  one  to  give  sin  a  tussle  ; 

Cornin’?  Well,  then,  hit  the  leather, 

And  we’ll  mosey  out  together.  .  .  . 

Well,  sir,  seein’  is  believin’, 

But  it’s  sometimes  most  deceivin’ ; 

What  you  think  that  preacher  guy  did  ? 
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Looked  beneath  the  victim’s  eyelid, 

Listened  to  his  respiration, 

Made  a  churchly  exclamation : 

“He  needs  neither  prayer  nor  purgin’ — 
What  you  want  here  is  a  surgeon !” 

Not  within  a  whole  day’s  canter 
Could  we  find  a  doc.  Instanter 
That  young  preacher  drew  his  knife, 

Said,  “He’s  just  one  chance  of  life; 

Bring  some  bandages  and  liquor; 

We’ll  pull  him  through  or  kill  him  quicker.” 

Then  he  laid  him  on  the  bed, 

And  went  carvin’  at  his  head, 

Cut  apart  some  broken  tissue, 

Stopped  the  blood’s  “alarmin’  issue,” 
Spread  the  skull  where  it  was  dented. 

Said,  “He’d  sure  have  been  demented,” 
Added  then,  the  patient  scanning, 

“It’s  my  first  stab  at  trepanning.” 

Say,  I’ve  rode  among  the  rangers 
Since  a  gaffer;  know  the  dangers 
Of  the  foothills  and  the  prairie; 

Laughed  at  death;  was  never  scary 
Till  I  saw  that  preacher  kid 
Openin’  up  a  human  lid. 

Surgeon  came  along  next  day, 

Said,  “Who  carved  him  up  that  way?” 
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Pointed  out  the  little  preacher, 

“Shake,”  he  said,  “I’m  glad  to  meetcher; 
Pretty  good  for  a  beginner ; 

Saved  his  life,  or  I’m  a  sinner;” 
Clapped  the  preacher  on  the  shoulder; 
“He’ll  be  heard  of  when  he’s  older.” 

Never  was  much  on  religion; 

Been  a  kind  of  rusty  pidgeon ; 

Never  thought  of  heaven  or  hell 
’Cept  as  things  to  swear  by.  Well, 

When  he  called  me  for  a  heathen 
All  I  said  was,  “Gotchuh,  Stephen !” 
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The  Squad  oj  One 

Sergeant  Blue  of  the  Mounted  Police  was  a  so-so 
kind  of  guy; 

lie  swore  a  bit,  and  he  lied  a  bit,  and  he  boozed  a  bit 
on  the  sly; 

But  he  held  the  post  at  Snake  Creek  Bend  in  the  good 
old  British  way, 

And  a  grateful  country  paid  him  about  sixty  cents  a 
day. 

Now  the  life  of  the  North-West  Mounted  Police  breeds 
an  all-round  kind  of  man; 

A  man  who  can  finish  whatever  he  starts,  and  no  mat¬ 
ter  how  it  began; 

A  man  who  can  wrestle  a  drunken  bum,  or  break  up 
a  range  stampede — 

Such  are  the  men  of  the  Mounted  Police,  and  such  are 
the  men  they  breed. 

The  snow  lay  deep  at  the  Snake  Creek  post  and  deep 
to  east  and  west, 

And  the  Sergeant  had  made  his  ten-league  beat  and 
settled  down  to  rest 

In  his  two-by-four  that  they  called  a  “post,”  where 
the  flag  flew  overhead, 

And  he  took  a  look  at  his  monthly  mail,  and  this  is 
the  note  he  read: 
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“To  Sergeant  Blue,  of  the  Mounted  Police,  at  the  post 
at  Snake  Creek  Bend, 

From  U.S.  Marshal  of  County  Blank,  greetings  to 
you,  my  friend: 

They’s  a  team  of  toughs  give  us  the  slip,  though  they 
shot  up  a  couple  of  blokes, 

And  we  reckon  they’s  hid  in  Snake  Creek  Gulch,  and 
posin’  as  farmer  folks. 

“Of  all  the  toughs  I  ever  saw  I  reckon  these  the  worst, 

So  shoot  to  kill  if  you  shoot  at  all,  and  be  sure  you  do 
it  first, 

And  send  out  your  strongest  squad  of  men  and  round 
them  up  if  you  can, 

For  dead  or  alive  we  want  them  here.  Yours  truly, 
Jack  McMann.” 

And  Sergeant  Blue  sat  back  and  smiled,  and  his  heart 
was  ^lad  and  free, 

And  he  said,  “If  I  round  these  beggars  up  it’s  another 
stripe  for  me; 

And  promotion  don’t  come  easy  to  one  of  us  Mounty 
chaps, 

So  I’ll  scout  around  to-morrow  and  I’ll  bring  them 
in — perhaps.” 

Next  morning  Sergeant  Blue,  arrayed  in  farmer  smock 
and  jeans, 

In  a  jumper  sleigh  he  had  made  himself  set  out  for  the 
evergreens 
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That  grow  on  the  bank  of  Snake  Creek  Gulch  by  a 
homestead  shack  he  knew, 

And  a  smoke  curled  up  from  the  chimney-pipe  to  wel¬ 
come  Sergeant  Blue. 

“Aha!”  said  Blue,  “and  who  are  you?  Behold,  the 
chimney  smokes, 

But  the  boy  that  owns  this  homestead  shack  is  up  at 
Okotoks ; 

And  he  wasn’t  expecting  callers,  for  he  left  his  key 
with  me, 

So  I’ll  just  drop  in  for  an  interview  and  we’ll  see  what 
we  shall  see !” 

So  he  drove  his  horse  to  the  shanty  door  and  hollered 
a  loud  “Good-day,” 

And  a  couple  of  men  with  fighting-irons  came  out  be¬ 
side  the  sleigh, 

And  the  Sergeant  said,  “I’m  a  stranger  here  and  I’ve 
driven  a  weary  mile; 

If  you  don’t  object  I’ll  just  sit  down  by  the  stove  in 
the  shack  awhile.” 

Then  the  Sergeant  sat  and  smoked  and  talked  of  the 
home  he  had  left  down  East, 

And  the  cold  and  the  snow,  and  the  price  of  land,  and 
the  life  of  man  and  beast, 

But  all  of  a  sudden  he  broke  it  off  with,  “Neighbors, 
take  a  nip? 

There’s  a  horn  of  the  best  you’ll  find  out  there  in  my 
jumper,  in  the  grip.” 
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So  one  of  the  two  went  out  for  it,  and  as  soon  as  he 
closed  the  door 

The  Sergeant  tickled  the  other  one’s  ribs  with  the  nose 
of  his  forty-four; 

“Now,  fellow,”  he  said,  “You’re  a  man  of  sense,  and 
you  know  when  you’re  on  the  rocks, 

And  a  noise  as  loud  as  a  mouse  from  you  and  they’ll 
take  you  home  in  a  box.” 

And  he  fastened  the  bracelets  to  his  wrists,  and  his 
legs  with  a  halter-shank, 

And  he  took  his  knife  and  he  took  his  gun  and  he 
made  him  safe  as  the  bank, 

And  then  he  mustered  Number  Two  in  an  Indian 
file  parade, 

And  he  gave  some  brief  directions — and  Number  Two 
obeyed. 

And  when  he  had  coupled  them  each  to  each  and  set 
them  down  on  the  bed, 

“It’s  a  frosty  day  and  we’d  better  eat  before  we  go,” 
he  said. 

So  he  fried  some  pork  and  he  warmed  some  beans, 
and  he  set  out  the  best  he  saw, 

And  he  noted  the  price  for  the  man  of  th'e  house, 
according  to  British  law. 

That  night  in  the  post  sat  Sergeant  Blue,  with  paper 
and  pen  in  hand, 

And  this  is  the  word  he  wrote  and  signed  and  mailed 
to  a  foreign  land : 
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“To  U.S.  Marshal  of  County  Blank,  greetings  I  give 
to  you; 

My  squad  has  just  brought  in  your  men,  and  the  squad 
was 


“Sergeant  Blue.” 


There  are  things  unguessed ,  there  are  tales  untold ,  in 
the  life  of  the  great  lone  land, 

But  here  is  a  fact  that  the  prairie-bred  alone  may  un¬ 
derstand, 

That  a  thousand  miles  in  the  fastnesses  the  fear  of  the 
law  obtains, 

And  the  pioneers  of  justice  were  the  “Riders  of  the 
Plains 
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A  Prairie  Heroine 

They  were  running  out  the  try-lines,  they  were  stak¬ 
ing  out  the  grade; 

By  the  hills  they  had  to  measure,  through  the  sleughs 
they  had  to  wade; 

They  were  piercing  unknown  regions,  they  were  cross¬ 
ing  nameless  streams, 

With  the  prairie  for  a  pillow  and  the  sky  above  their 
dreams, 

They  were  mapping  unborn  cities  in  the  age-long  preg¬ 
nant  clay, 

When  they  came  upon  a  little  mound  across  the  right- 
of-way. 

There  were  violets  growing  on  it,  and  a  buttercup  or 
two, 

That  whispered  of  affection  ever  old  and  ever  new, 

And  a  little  ring  of  whitewashed  stones,  bright  in  the 
summer  sun, 

But  of  marble  slab  or  granite  pile  or  pillar  there  was 
none; 

And  across  the  sleeping  prairie  lay  a  little,  low-built 
shack, 

With  a  garden  patch  before  it  and  a  wheat-field  at  its 
back. 
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“Well,  boys,  we’d  better  see  him,  and  he  hadn’t  ought 
to  kick, 

For  we’ll  give  him  time  to  move  it  if  he  does  it  pretty 
quick.” 

But  scarcely  had  the  foreman  spoke  when  straight 
across  the  farm 

They  saw  the  settler  coming  with  a  rifle  on  his  arm ; 

Some  would  ha’  hiked  for  cover  but  they  had  no  place 
to  run, 

And  the  only  thing  remaining  was  to  stay  and  see  the 
fun. 

The  farmer  was  the  first  to  speak:  “I  hate  to  interfere, 

And  mighty  glad  I  am  to  see  the  railway  cornin’  near, 

But  before  you  drive  your  pickets  across  this  piece  of 
land 

You  ought  to  hear  the  story,  or  you  will  not  under¬ 
stand  : 

It’s  the  story  of  a  girl  who  was  as  true  as  she  was 
brave, 

And  all  that  now  remains  of  her  is  in  that  little  grave. 


“I  didn’t  want  to  bring  her  when  I  hit  the  trail  out 
West, 

I  knew  I  shouldn’t  do  it,  and  I  did  mv  level  best 
To  coax  her  not  to  come  out  for  a  year  or  two,  at 
least, 
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But  to  stay  and  take  it  easy  with  her  friends  down 
in  the  East; 

But  while  I  coaxed  and  argued  I  was  feelin’  mighty 
glum, 

And  right  down  in  my  heart  I  kep’  a-hopin’  she  would 
come. 


“Well,  by  rail  and  boat  and  saddle  we  got  out  here  at 
last, 

A-livin’  in  the  future,  and  forgettin’  of  the  past; 

We  built  ourselves  a  little  home,  and  in  our  work  and 
care 

She  always  seemed  to  find  a  way  to  take  the  lion’s 
share ; 

God  knows  just  what  she  suffered,  but  she  hid  it  with 
a  smile. 

And  made  out  that  she  thought  I  was  the  only  tiling- 
worth  while. 


“She  stood  it  through  the  summer  and  the  warm, 
brown  days  of  fall, 

And  of  all  the  voices  calling  her  she  would  not  hear 
the  call; 

But  when  the  winter  settled  with  its  cold,  white  pall 
of  snow 

She  seemed  to  whiten  with  it,  but  she  thought  I  didn’t 
know ; 
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She  tried  to  keep  her  spirits  up  and  laugh  my  fears 
away, 

But  I  saw  her  growing  thin  and  ever  weaker  day  by 
day. 

“At  last  I  couldn’t  stand  it  any  longer,  so  I  said, 

‘I  think  you’d  better  try  and  spend  a  day  or  two  in  bed 

While  I  go  for  a  doctor.  It’s  only  sixty  miles.’ 

She  gave  a  little  wistful  look,  half  hidden  in  her  smiles, 

And  said,  ‘Perhaps  you’d  better,  though  I  think  I’ll 
be  all  right 

When  the  spring  comes.’  .  .  .  Well,  I  started  out 

that  night. 

“I  made  the  trip  on  horseback,  and  we  floundered  on  all 
night, 

And  reached  our  destination  in  the  early  morning  light. 

But  the  doctor  had  gone  out  of  town, — just  where,  no 
one  could  say, 

And  a  lump  rose  in  my  chest  that  fairly  took  my  breath 
away. 

But  I  daren’t  stay  there  thinking,  and  my  search  for 
him  was  vain, 

So  I  bought  some  wine  and  brandy  and  I  started  home 
again. 

“Forgetful  of  my  horse,  I  spent  the  whole  night  on  the 
road, 
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Till  early  in  the  morning  he  collapsed  beneath  his  load ; 

I  saw  the  brute  was  done  for,  and  although  it  made  me 
cry, 

I  hacked  into  his  jug’lar  vein  and  left  him  there  to  die; 

And  then  I  shouldered  the  supplies  and  staggered  on 
alone, 

And  thinking  of  my  wife’s  distress,  I  quite  forgot  my 
own. 

“She  must  ha’  watched  all  night  for  me,  for  in  the 
morning  grey 

She  saw  me  stagger  in  the  snow  and  fall  beside  the 
way, 

And  God  knows  how  she  did  it — she  was  only  skin  and 
bone — 

But  she  came  out  here  and  found  me  and  dragged  me 
home  alone, 

And  she  took  the  precious  liquor  that  had  cost  us  all 
so  dear, 

And  poured  it  down  this  worthless  hulk  that’s  standin’ 
blattin’  here.  .  . 

“I  guess  you  know  what  happened :  I  lived,  she  passed 
away ; 

I  robed  her  in  her  wedding-dress  and  laid  her  in  the 
clay : 

And  every  spring  I  plant  the  flowers  that  bloom  above 
her  dust, 
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For  they  speak  of  resurrection  and  they  fortify  my 
trust ; 

And  when  the  winter  snows  have  come,  and  all  is 
white  and  still, 

I  spread  a  blanket  on  the  mound  to  keep  out  frost  and 
chill. 

“Folks  say  I’ve  got  a  screw  loose,  that  I  ve  gone  to 
acting  queer, 

But  I  sometimes  hear  her  speaking,  and  I  know  she’s 
always  near; 

And  sometimes  in  the  night  I  feel  the  pressure  of  her 
hand 

And  for  a  blessed  hour  I  share  with  her  the  Promised 
Land : — 

Let  man  or  devil  undertake  to  desecrate  my  dead 

And  as  sure  as  God’s  in  heaven  I  will  pump  him  full 
of  lead.” 

They  were  rough-and-ready  railway  men  who  stood 
about  the  spot, 

They  were  men  that  lied  and  gambled,  thev  were  men 
that  drank  and  fought, 

But  some  of  them  were  sneezing,  and  some  were 
coughing  bad, 

And  some  were  blowing  noses  on  anything  they  had ; 

And  some  of  them  were  swallowing  at  lumps  that 
shouldn’t  come, 

And  some  were  swearing  softly,  and  some  were  simply 
dumb. 


64 


At  last  the  foreman  found  his  voice:  “I  guess  your 
claim  is  sound; 

I  wouldn’t  care  to  run  a  track  across  that  piece  of 
ground.  .  .  . 

We’ll  have  to  change  our  lay-out  .  .  .  but  I  hope 

.  we  have  the  grace 

To  build  a  fitting  monument  to  mark  that  holy  place; 

Put  me  down  for  a  hundred;  now,  boys,  how  much 
for  you?” 

And  they  answered  in  a  chorus,  “We’ll  see  the  business 
through.” 


The  passengers  upon  a  certain  railway  o’er  the  plain 

See  a  shining  shaft  of  marble  from  the  windows  of 
the  train, 

But  they  do  not  know  the  story  of  the  girl-wife  in  the 
snow 

And  the  broken-hearted  farmer  with  his  lonely  load  of 
woe, 

And  none  of  them  have  guessed  that  the  deflection  in 
the  line 

Is  the  railway-builders’  tribute  to  a  prairie  heroine. 
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God's  Signalman 

Well,  no,  I’m  not  superstitious, — at  least,  I  don’t  call 
it  that, — 

But  when  someone  spins  a  creepy  yarn  I  don’t  deny  it 
flat, 

For  a  man  who  spends  a  lifetime  with  the  throttle  in 
his  hand 

Is  bound  to  have  adventures  that  he  cannot  understand ; 

I  sometimes  think  our  knowledge  here  is  but  a  sorry 
show, — 

We’re  only  on  the  borderland  of  what  there  is  to  know. 

I  used  to  think  a  man  could  know  all  things  that  could 
be  known ; 

That  he  should  not  acknowledge  any  power  above  his 
own ; 

That,  however  strange  the  circumstance,  there  always 
is  a  cause 

That  is  in  complete  obedience  to  some  of  Nature’s  laws ; 

But  I  couldn’t  shake  conviction  off,  no  matter  how  I 
tried, 

And  I’ve  changed  my  way  of  thinking  since  the  night 
that  Willie  died. 

Yes,  Willie  was  my  little  son — my  greatest  earthly 

joy— 

And  wife  and  I  just  kind  o’  seemed  to  dote  upon  the 
boy; 
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When  I  was  out  on  duty  she  would  hover  round  the 
lad, 

And  treasure  up  his  sayings  to  repeat  them  to  hiis 
dad ; 

And  every  night,  at  lighting  time,  I  knew  that,  with¬ 
out  fail, 

His  baby  lips  were  praying  for  the  man  out  on  the 
rail.  .  .  . 

Ah,  well,  for  three  short  years  we  knew  what  such1  a 
treasure  is, 

And  we  grew  ever  more  attached  to  those  sweet  ways 
of  his  ; 

When  one  day,  swinging  through  the  gate,  1  saw, 
with  blanching  face, 

My  wife  as  pale  as  ashes,  and  a  doctor  in  the  place. 

I  tried  to  go  in  steady,  but  my  knees  were  knocking 
hard, 

And  the  light  went  out  of  heaven  as  I  staggered  up 
the  yard. 

The  doctor  was  a  friend  of  mine,  with  children  of  his 
own, 

But  he  didn’t  need  to  tell  me,  for  a  blind  man  would 
have  known 

By  the  labored,  quick-caught  breathing,  and  the  little 
burning  brow, 

That  the  Visitor  was  ready  and  was  waiting  for  him 
now. 
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We  sat  about  his  bedside  in  silent,  deep  despair, 

And  the  years  rolled  down  upon  us  as  we  faced  each 
other  there. 

’Twas  a  little  before  midnight  when  a  ring  came  at 
the  bell, 

And  the  call-boy  said,  “I’m  sorry,  Jack,  but  I  was 
sent  to  tell 

You  that  the  Limited  is  waiting,  and  there’s  no  one 
else  about; 

They’re  expecting  you  to  take  her.  If  you  don't,  she 
can’t  go  out.” 

I  left  the  answer  to  my  wife.  With  lips  as  white  as 
snow, 

She  whispered,  “Do  your  duty,”  and  I  said,  “All 
right,  I’ll  go.” 

My  fireman  knew  my  trouble,  and  in  rough-and-ready 
way 

He  let  me  know  his  heart  was  feeling  things  he  couldn’t 
say; 

The  night  was  dark  and  moonless,  but  the  bright  stars 
overhead 

Seemed  to  whisper  to  each  other,  “His  little  boy  is 
dead.” 

The  very  locomotive  seemed  to  read  my  thoughts 
aright, 

And  the  monster  sobbed  in  sympathy  as  we  bulleted 
the  night. 
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We’d  been  running  fast  and  steady  till  a  little  after 
two ; 

All  the  passengers  were  sleeping,  except,  perhaps,  a 
few 

Who  sat  a-swapping  stories  in  the  smoker,  when  my 
eyes 

As  it  seemed  beheld  a  vision — ’t  was  a  vision  from  the 
skies — 

For  there,  before  me,  standing,  in  the  halo'  of  the 
light, 

Was  a  little  child  outlined  against  the  blackness  of  the 
night ! 

Oh,  I  could  not  be  mistaken,  I  would  know  him  any¬ 
where, 

With  his  father’s  mouth'  and  forehead,  and  his 
mother's  eyes  and  hair, 

And  little  arms  outstretched  to  me  that  seemed  to  coax 
and  say, 

“Come,  Daddy,  come  and  kiss  me,  for  I’m  going  far 
away.” 

I  flung  the  brake  and  throttle,  and  amid  the  hissing 
steam 

The  vision  grew,  and  Waned  away,  and  vanished  as  a 
dream ! 

My  fireman  was  beside  me:  “Your  nerve  is  going, 
Jack; 

Suppose  we  let  ’er  stand  and  take  a  walk  along  the 
track. 
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The  exercise  will  do  you  good.”  I  followed  as  he  led, 
Until  we  reached  the  gorge  about  a  hundred  yards 
ahead : 

The  night  wind  cooled  my  temples  as  we  walked  the 
bridge  upon, 

Till  we  sudden  stopped  with  a  sudden  gasp — 

- THE  CENTRE  SPAN  WAS  GONE! 


You  may  call  it  hallucination,  as  some  of  the  others 
do, 

But  I  know  that  the  Master  took  my  boy  that  night  at 
half -past  two; 

And  the  prayers  of  a  hundred  passengers  had  been 
offered  up  in  vain 

Had  his  spirit,  clad  in  his  baby  dress,  not  stood  before 
my  train.  .  .  . 

I  know  I  cried  in  my  window-seat,  and  was  otherwise 
ill-behaved, 

But  the  life  thiat  I  lost  was  more  to  me  than  all  the 
lives  he  saved. 
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Wandering  Boy 

Brave  were  the  words  as  he  went  away; 

Loyal  and  true : 

Heavy  the  hearts  he  left  that  day; 

Little  he  knew : 

Little  he  knew  of  the  plans  they  laid, 

Little  he  knew  of  the  price  they  paid, 

Little  he  knew  of  the  tears  that  strayed 
Over  the  two. 

Gay  were  the  hopes  as  they  urged  him  on ; 
Subtle  and  sly: 

Black  was  the  night  when  the  hopes  were  gone; 
Wondering  Why: 

Weary  and  lone  were  the  ways  he  went; 

Dreary  and  dull  were  the  days  he  spent ; 

Ever  the  lure  of  his  discontent 
Bidding  him  try. 

Ever  the  sun  sets  in  the  West; 

Yellow  and  gold : 

Ever  a  face  to  a  window  prest : 

Can  it  behold, 

Large  in  the  lens  of  the  dying  light, 

Wandering  Boy,  in  joy  or  plight, 

Trudging  sturdily  into  the  night, 

Fearless  and  bold  ? 
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Love  may  wait  till  her  hair  be  gray; 

Slumbering  pain: 

Love  may  wait  till  she  pass  away, 
Praying  in  vain : 

Feet  that  have  entered  the  Western  Door 
Never  return  to  the  paths  of  yore : 
Wandering  Boy  comes  nevermore, 

Never  again ! 
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The  Wild-Goose  Overhead 

When  in  the  stillness  of  the  night 
Come  uninvited  fears, 

And  sleeplessly  I  analyse 
The  mystery  of  years, 

The  future  I  would  fain  discern — 

My  future,  all  unread : 

When  through  the  dark  I  hear  the  honk 
Of  wild-geese  overhead. 

Oh,  whither  does  the  honker  go? 

In  swift  and  certain  flight 
He  wedges  through  the  cloud  and  storm 
And  darkness  of  the  night ; 

From  Idaho  to  Hudson  Bay, 

From  Kansas  to  the  Pole, 

He  tracks  his  airy  wilderness 
Unguided  to  the  goal. 

Uncompass’d  sailor !  Through  the  gloom 
You  see  no  beacon  light, 

The  prickings  of  no  chart  are  yours 
To  guide  you  in  your  flight. 

You  measure  not  the  modes  of  man, 

His  wisdom  you  despise 
As  surer  than  the  needle-point 
You  navigate  the  skies. 
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Ah,  can  I  doubt  the  Power  that  leads 
You  safe  from  zone  to  zone 
Is  mindful  of  the  man  He  made 
In  image  of  His  own ; 

That  though  we  blindly  breast  the  gale, 
Or  skirt  the  shores  of  Time, 

Our  Pilot  knows  the  track  we  take, 

And  guides  from  clime  to  clime  ? 

I  know  not  how  He  marks  the  way — 
By  what  mysterious  force — 

I  only  know  my  duty  is 
To  follow  on  the  course; 

And  when  at  last  the  night  is  gone, 

And  fog  and  fears  are  fled, 

I  may  attain  the  wisdom  of 
The  wild-goose  overhead. 
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/  he  School-Ma  am 


No  hope  of  worldly  gain  is  hers, 

A  yokel’s  wages  for  her  hire, 

And  every  throb  of  self’s  desire 
Resigned  to  childish  worshippers. 

A  tiny  school  her  citadel, 

A  fenceless  acre  her  domain, 

Her  life  a  sacrifice;  her  gain, 

The  gain  of  those  she  serves  so  well. 

And  growing  down  our  country’s  page, 
The  beauty  of  her  sacrifice 
Shall  glow  again  in  other  eyes, 

And  multiply  from  age  to  age. 

The  mothers  of  the  race  to  be 
Shall  live  her  tenderness  anew, 

And  her  devotion  shall  imbue 
The  sons  who  keep  our  country  free. 

She  gains  no  flagrant,  pompous  prize, 
But  men  who  move  the  world’s  affairs 
Shall  snatch  a  moment  from  their  cares 
To  think  of  her  with  moistened  eyes. 
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The  conquerors  of  hostile  lands, 

The  hearts  the  nation’s  burdens  bear, 
To-morrow’s  lords  of  earth  and  air, 
To-day  are  moulded  in  her  hands. 

The  lightest  trifle  from  her  lips 

May  charge  some  soul  with  fertile  seed 
That  in  the  hour  of  direst  need 
Shall  save  the  nation  from  eclipse. 
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Clarence  and  John 

I  envy  no  man  what  he  fairly  wins; 

In  Life’s  hard  battle  each  must  fight  his  fight; 

But  some,  methinks,  are  honored  for  their  sins 
And  some  ignored  because  they  do  the  right ; 

Some  seem  to  find  their  fortune  ready-made, 

And  others  miss  it,  howsoe’er  desired — 

The  man’s  a  fool  who  thinks  that  he  can  grade 
Society  by  what  it  has  acquired : 

The  noblest  souls  are  often  least  renowned; 

In  humble  homes  God’s  greatest  men  are  found. 

I 

Clarence  and  John  w^ere  brothers;  sons 
Of  honest,  working  pioneers; 

Together,  in  their  early  years 

They  chased  the  gopher  in  his  furrow-track, 

And  herded  cows,  and  forked  across  the  stack, 

And  bravely  shouldered  muzzle-loading  guns, 

And  crouched  where  rushes  grew  beside  the  stream 
Till  silver  stars  came  out  o’er  all  the  sky; 

Whatever  one  did,  would  the  other  try; 

Wherever  one  was,  was  the  other  near ; 

The  neighbors  said,  “The  boys  are  very  dear 
To  one  another.” 

Such  as  these  would  seem 
Inseparable  in  walks  of  later  life. 
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When  nearing  death  the  father  summoned  John, 

And  said,  “My  boy,  to  you,  when  I  am  gone, 

Your  mother  looks  for  comfort  in  her  age; 

See  that  she  lack  it  not ;  her  love  your  wage  ; 

I  am  your  father.  Wisely  take  a  wife 
Of  your  own  station;  toil  as  I  have  tried, 

And  lift  the  mortgage  when  the  crops  are  good ; 

Be  to  your  brother  all  a  brother  should, 

And  send  the  boy  to  college  if  you  can, 

He  has  the  fibre  of  a  business  man, 

But  you  must  be  a  farmer.”  Thus  he  died. 

So  Clarence  went  to  college;  John  remained 
And  wrought  a  scanty  living  from  the  soil, 

For  times  were  backward,  and  his  toil — 

Though  well  he  toiled  from  dawn  till  stars  awoke — - 
Could  scarce  support  them;  land  he  broke, 

And  hoped  the  extra  acreage  he  gained 
Would  raise  the  mortgage;  oft  his  mother  lay 
In  deadly  illness,  and  the  doctor’s  fees 
And  cost  of  Clarence  at  college — these, 

With  bills  for  wife  and  children  of  his  own, 
Well-nigh  submerged  him;  he  had  older  grown 
By  more  than  years;  his  hair  was  grey; 

His  youth  was  gone  while  he  was  yet  a  youth ; 

But  still  he  toiled,  and  strove  to  pay  the  debt, 

And  people  thought  him  cold  and  stern,  and  yet 
They  knew  him  for  an  honest,  toiling  man. 
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From  years  of  self-denial  his  health  began 
To  fail  beneath  him;  all  his  faith  and  truth 
Had  left  the  farm  more  mortgaged  than  at  first; 
And  then  in  middle  age  he  stared  at  Death, 

And  wept,  and  prayed  the  Man  of  Nazareth 
Why  it  should  be  that  he  should  fail  in  life, 

And  leave  his  helpless  children  and  his  wife 
In  ignorance  and  poverty. 
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Unversed 

In  all  of  Hardship’s  school,  the  younger  son 
Idled  through  college;  then  he  took  the  road 
For  a  cigar  house,  and  the  skill  he  showed 
In  loading  men  with  stock  they  did  not  need 
Brought  him  some  good  commissions,  which,  indeed, 
He  spent  as  freely  as  they  came,  for  fun 
And  worse.  One  day  he  bet  his  ring 
Against  a  lot  in  some  far  western  town 
Upon  the  races ;  when  the  dust  was  down 
He  found  himself  a  winner,  but  forgot 
About  the  thing  for  years,  and  when  he  thought 
Of  it  again  he  found  that  it  would  bring 
A  fortune  in  the  nation’s  currency. 
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He  shortly  took  to  wife  a  wealthy  jade 
Whose  wealth  alone  commended  her,  and  made 
A  home — if  homes  be  built  of  brick  and  tile — 
And  set  himself  to  live  his  life  in  style, 

But  never  thought  nor  troubled  to  display 
An  interest  in  the  brother  he  had  known 
In  loyal  days. 

He  freely  gave 

To  hospitals  and  charities,  and,  save 
To  those  who  knew  his  inner  life,  he  seemed 
A  man  to  be  respected  and  esteemed. 

Meanwhile  his  brother  tilled  the  farm  alone. 


With  money  came  ambition;  Clarence  sought 
Such  honor  as  his  country  could  bestow, 

And  honor  came  him  quickly ;  in  the  glow 
Of  middle-age  he  found  himself  admired 
By  such  as  might  have  been  by  money  hired 
To  so  admire  him. 


Clarence  bought 

The  best  the  world  could  offer  for  his  sons; 
He  put  them  in  the  way  of  growing  wealth ; 
His  wife  he  sent  to  Europe — for  her  health — 
His  daughters  are  the  centre  of  a  set 
Of  gaiety,  and  yet — and  yet — 
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I  envy  no  man  what  he  fairly  wins; 

In  Life’s  hard  battle  each  must  fight  his  fight; 

But  some,  methinks,  are  honored  for  their  sins, 

And  some  ignored  because  they  do  the  right; 

Some  seem  to  find  their  fortune  ready-made, 

And  others  miss  it,  howsoe’er  desired — 

The  man’s  a  fool  who  thinks  that  he  can  grade 
Society  by  what  it  has  acquired : 

The  noblest  souls  are  often  least  renowned ; 

In  humble  homes  God’s  greatest  men  are  found. 
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The  Sufferers 

There’s  a  breed  that  is  born  to  suffer, 
To  carry  the  sin  of  the  age, 

And  it  matters  not  the  condition, 

And  it  matters  not  the  wage, 

Nor  where  in  the  wide  creation 
The  lure  of  the  light  they  see — 

There’s  a  breed  that  is  born  to-  suffer, 
As  ever  the  breed  must  be. 

Not  for  them  is  the  peace  of  pleasure, 
Or  the  comfort  of  content; 

Ever  they  bear  the  burden, 

Though  weary  they  be,  and  bent ; 

Their  days  are  spent  in  labor, 

Their  nights  are  spent  in  pain : 

There’s  a  breed  that  is  born  to  suffer, 
That  others  may  reap  the  gain. 

They  are  not  of  one  flag  or  nation ; 
They  are  not  of  one  color  or  race; 

They  are  not  of  one  school  of  thinking 
They  are  not  of  one  class  or  place ; 

But  the  blood  of  the  breed  is  in  them 
And  will  not  let  them  lie : 

There’s  a  breed  that  is  bom  to  suffer, 
And  suffer  they  must,  or  die. 
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When  the  world  is  laxed  and  lazy, 
Or  sleeping  in  sweet  content, 

The  breed  is  hard  at  the  business 
For  which  the  breed  was  sent; 
And  straining  with  brain  and  muscle, 
In  saintliness  or  sin, 

They  pry  at  the  gates  of  knowledge 
That  all  may  enter  in. 


For  the  Thought  that  demands  expression 
For  the  Purpose  that  will  attain  ; 

For  the  Thing  that  must  be  discovered, 
They  carry  the  weight  of  pain ; 

For  the  Truth  that  needs  revealing, 

For  the  Law  that  is  still  unknown — 
These  are  the  calls  they  answer, 

And  make  the  call  their  own. 


The  world  knows  not  that  they  labor, 
The  world  knows  not  of  the  need, 
The  world  knows  not  of  the  doing 
Until  it  beholds  the  Deed  ; 

And  some  it  accepts  with  gladness, 
And  some  it  rejects  with  scorn, 
But  the  sufferer  had  to  do  it, 

For  to  that  end  was  he  born. 
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And  so  in  the  hours  of  darkness 
They  try  the  untrodden  ways, 
There’s  never  a  path  leads  onward 
But  the  path  their  efforts  blaze  ; 

And  little  they  care  for  labor, 

Though  weary  and  dark  the  night  ; 
There's  a  breed  that  is  born  to  suffer — 
To  suffer  is  their  delight! 

The  world  may  read  the  verses, 

But  it  will  not  understand, 

For  it  does  not  know  the  workers, 

Nor  the  way  the  work  is  planned ; 
But  the  men  of  the  Midnight  Effort — 
To  them  will  the  truth  he  knozvn, 

For  the  breed  that  zvas  born  to  suffer 
Flave  a  language  of  their  own. 
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The  Voice 

There’s  a  voice  that  is  always  calling, 
A  voice  that  won’t  stay  still, 

“Peer  ye  into  the  forest, 

Look  ye  over  the  hill, 

Portage  ye  up  the  rivers, 

Pack  ye  into  the  pass, 

Pierce  the  unbroken  thicket, 

Tread  the  untrodden  grass.” 

There’s  a  voice  that  is  always  calling, 
“Over  the  ledge  is  gold, 

Under  the  rock  is  silver, 

Hid  for  the  brave  and  bold ; 

Down  through  another  valley, 

Up  by  another  slope, 

There  is  the  Land  of  Promise, 

There  is  the  place  of  Hope.” 

There’s  a  voice  that  is  always  calling, 
“Seek  it  not  here,  my  sons ; 

Back  where  the  wild-goose  nesteth, 

Up  where  the  musk-ox  runs, 

There  have  I  hidden  the  treasure, 

There  are  my  choicest  wares, 
There’s  nothing  for  those  who  falter 
But  all  for  the  one  who  dares.” 
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There’s  a  voice  that  is  always  calling, 
And  many  who  give  it  heed ; 

Some  for  the  joy  of  roaming, 

Some  for  the  lust  of  greed ; 

Some  in  the  hope  of  future. 

Some  to  forget  the  past ; 

They  answer  the  lure  of  the  calling, 

And  pay  with  their  lives  at  last. 

There’s  a  voice  that  is  always  calling, 

Since  the  Danes  swept  over  the  seas; 

Ever  it  calls  the  faithful 

Who  scorn  content  and  ease; 

’Tis  the  voice  of  the  Undiscovered, 

The  voice  of  the  vague  Unknown, 

That  fills  the  soul  with  longing 
To  follow  it  alone. 

And  the  voice  that  is  always  calling 
Gives  answer  to  those  who'  hear, 

To  those  who  laugh  at  prudence 
And  scorn  the  thought  of  fear; 

To  those  who  have  plunged  the  farthest — 
To  them  is  the  most  revealed, 

But  to  ears  that  will  not  hearken 
The  word  of  the  voice  is  sealed. 
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Just  Be  Glad 

Feelin’  kind  o’  all  run  down? 

Mighty  bad : 

Sick  and  tired  o’  life  in  town? 

Don’t  be  sad : 

What  you’re  needing  isn’t  rest : 

Square  your  shoulders,  raise  your  chest 
Pack  your  turkey;  go  out  West — 

Just  be  glad ! 

Gone  astray  in  No-Man’s-Land? 

Silly  lad ! 

Ought  to  have  your  carcass  tanned 
With  a  gad : 

Should  ha’  kept  the  narrow  track : 
Never  mind,  you  can’t  go  back; 

Things  may  not  be  quite  so  black — 

Just  be  glad ! 

Gone  and  blown  in  all  your  cash 
On  a  fad  ? 

Livin’  now  on  soup  and  hash? 

Writin’  Dad? 

Don’t  you  do  it.  Here’s  a  tip : 

Keep  a  good  stiff  upper  lip; 

Needn’t  fall  because  you  slip — 

Just  be  glad! 
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Friends  refuse  to  help  you  out? 

Don’t  get  mad ! 

,  You  would  be  a  lazy  lout 
If  they  had. 

Do  not  envy  place  or  pelf; 

Praise  the  Lord,  you’ve  got  your  health; 
Dig  in!  Be  a  man  yourself — 

Just  be  glad! 

All  the  world  may  say  or  do, 

Good  or  bad, 

Isn’t  anything  to  you — 

Just  be  glad ! 

Though  you  work  at  book  or  trade, 
Though  you  work  with  pen  or  spade, 
Hump  yourself — you'll  make  the  grade — 
Just  be  glad! 
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Retrospect 

I  wondered  why  the  fields  were  not 
Enchanting  as  in  days  gone  by, 

1  viewed  each  memory-treasured  spot, 

Each  path  and  nook  still  unforgot — 

Beheld  them  with  unmoistened  eye — 

And  saw  in  old  familiar  scenes 
The  graves  of  many  might-have-beens, 

Yet  wondered  why  my  spirit  sought 
Its  old  delight — and  found  it  not. 

I  wondered  why  the  breezes  blew, 

But  thrilled  me  not  as  in  the  past, 

Nor  re-inspired  the  thoughts  I  knew 
And  strange  delights  that  warmed  and  grew 
When  here  their  fancies  held  me  fast, 

And  felt  the  night  wind  on  my  face — 

The  same  old  wind — the  same  old  place — 
And  mustered  memories  in  review 
I  knew  of  old  when  breezes  blew. 

I  wondered  why  th'e  summer  skies 
Were  not  so  fair  as  once  they  were, 

I  gazed  on  them  with  older  eyes 
And  spirit  sane  and  worldly-wise, 

But  in  the  heaven’s  silver  blurr 
No  fancy  linked  beyond  the  dome 
Nor  spread  for  me  a  broader  home 
In  starry-studded  Paradise, 

That  once  I  saw  in  summer  skies. 
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I  wondered  why  the  summer  wind 
And  fields  and  skies  of  yesterday 
And  boyhood  paths  that  still  I  find 
Are  impotent  to  fire  the  mind 

Now  sorely  schooled  in  manhood’s  way 
And  realized  my  tale  of  years 
Had  stolen  that  which  most  endears — 
And  truths  that  I  had  once  divined 
Elude  me  now  like  summer  wind. 
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My  Beloved 

1  knew  her  in  her  infancy , 

Before  she  laughed  to  other  eyes; 

1  kissed  her  tresses  all  the  day, 

And  sat  with  her  in  glad  surprise ; 
And  knew  her  heart  entirely  true, 
And  gazed  into  her  azure  blue, 
And  through  her  virgin  laugh  and  play 
Beheld  the  gates  of  Paradise! 


1  loved  her  in  her  infancy, 

And  held  that  she  was  wholly  mine; 
And  worshipped  her  as  one  divine ; 
From  Kicking  Horse  to  Thunder  Bay 
I  loved  her  in  her  infancy. 


I  saw  her  in  her  womanhood, 

A  thousand  suitors  at  her  door; 

I  hoped  for  her  her  greatest  good, 

Yet  marvelled  at  the  train  she  bore — 
And  hated  prestige,  if  it  brought 
Pier  virgin  purity  to  naught; 

And  held  myself  a  jealous  prude, 

And  for  her  faults  I  loved  her  more. 
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I  loved  her  in  her  womanhood, 

And  wondered  at  her  growing  charm — 
{God  grant  it  bring  her  not  to  harm) 

I  trusted  her  as  still  I  could 
And  loved  her  in  her  womanhood. 

And  still  what  time  the  night-wind  blows 
Across  the  primal-planted  plain, 

I  see  her  rise  through  cloud  and  rain 
T o  all  the  fulness  beauty  knows, 

And  feel  my  questionings  are  vain. 
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Poems  of  the  W a 


The  Call 


The  little  lands  shall  rise  again; 

The  great  shall  grovel ,  stricken,  at  their  feet; 
And  from  the  night  of  blood  and  pain 

Shall  rise  a  Freedom  perfect  and  complete. 


What  call  is  this  that  sounds  across  the  deep, 
What  pulse  is  this  that  beats  beyond  the  sea, 
Where  Britain’s  farthest  watches  keep 
Her  farthest  faith  inviolate  and  free? 
What  voice  so  low  its  whisper  is  unheard 
In  ears  untuned  to  Freedom’s  fine  demands; 
What  voice  so  deep  its  lightest  word 

Can  wreathe  in  fire  the  sisterhood  of  lands? 


“They  will  not  hear  the  call,”  the  foeman  said, 
“Or  if  they  hear  will  hear  it  to  defy;” 
Himself,  on  force  and  fury  fed, 

Thinks  only  force  can  drive  a  man  to  die; 
And  looking  from  the  mother  to  her  sons 
He  saw  no  force  to  herd  them  to  the  fight; 
Behold,  a  force  not  born  of  guns 

Shall  drive  them  forth  in  majesty  and  might. 
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Where  broad  Australia’s  torrid  sun  and  sky 

Have  reared  a  Britain,  bounding,  bold,  and  free, 
And  proved  the  race  that  does  not  die 
In  any  zone,  or  swept  by  any  sea, — 

Her  bursting  manhood  heard  the  world-alarm. 

That  hour  her  flag  of  vict’ry  was  unfurled, 

And  by  her  consecrated  arm 

Australia  won  her  place  with  all  the  world. 


Yon  other  Britain,  swept  by  Southern  seas, 

And  blazing  paths  to  older  lands  unknown — 
From  Freedom’s  foremost  argosies 

Her  flag  of  progress  evermore  is  flown — 

The  world  lay  ’tween  her  and  the  Teuton  rage ; 

She  hated  war ;  she  might  have  missed  the  fray ; 
She  wrote  herself  a  nobler  page 
In  crimson  ink  upon  Gallipoli. 


Thou  youngest  son  of  Freedom  in  the  South, 

In  whom  we  trusted;  (could  our  trust  be  vain?) 
We  forced  the  bridle  in  your  mouth 

And  turned  you  loose  e’er  you  had  felt  the  rein ; 
We  feared  and  trusted;  never  fear  more  base, 

And  never  trust  more  worthily  bestowed ; 

You  proved  your  kinship  in  the  race ; 

Before  we  called  your  troops  were  on  the  road ! 
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V 


And  thou  of  whom  we  heard  a  darker  strain, 

And  something  doubted,  something  trusted,  still, 
Were  all  our  bold  adventures  vain 

And  all  our  good  as  nothing  to  our  ill? 

The  gulf  of  creed  and  color  held  apart, 

The  ages  lay  between  our  day  and  thine  ; 

You  showed  a  noble  creed  at  heart 

And  stained  the  color  out  in  crimson  wine. 


And  thou,  mine  own,  for  whom  my  soul  had  feared, 
That  in  that  day  thy  heart  should  shrink  and  crawl ; 
Lest  gain  and  getting,  o'er  endeared, 

Should  leave  thee  fat  and  visionless  withal ; 

In  peace  thy  vainer  side  was  uppermost 

And  seared  with  ends  and  aims  of  little  worth; 

In  war,  thy  sons  from  coast  to  coast 

Have  made  thy  name  a  glory  through  the  earth. 


From  every  island  of  the  farthest  seas, 

From  desert  dunes  and  lands  without  a  name, 
Where’er  their  banners  lapped  the  breeze 

The  sons  of  Britain  heard  the  call — and  came ; 
None  for  himself,  but  each  for  all,  they  came, 

And  each  for  all,  and  all  for  each,  they  stand, 
And  in  their  hearts  one  end,  one  aim, 

One  hope,  one  purpose,  one  supreme  demand — 
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The  little  lands  shall  rise  again; 

The  great  shall  grovel,  stricken,  at  their  feet; 
And  from  the  night  of  blood  and  pain 

Shall  rise  a  Freedom,  perfect  and  complete. 


England 

Thou,  England,  mother  of  the  world’s  elect, 

And  foster  mother  to  the  lesser  lands, 

In  Honor’s  simple  garlands  deck'd, 

Reserved,  austere,  and  circumspect, 

With  the  far  faith  that  works  in  honest  hands : 
Thou,  having  neither  envyings  nor  hate, 

Didst  count  thyself  at  one  with  all  the  world: 
How  now  shall  answer  to  the  call  of  Fate? 

How  now  shall  meet  the  battle-flags  unfurled? 


They  said  thy  sons  were  tallow  in  their  bones, 

Thy  maidens  aimless,  or  with  aims  perverse ; 

Thy  wealth  a  hiving-box  of  drones ; 

In  dismal  and  despondent  tones 

They  mourned  for  thee — and  marvelled  at  thy 
purse ; — 

And  knew  the  end  could  not  be  long  delayed 
For  thou  wer’t  old  and  rotten  at  the  core, 

Blind,  heedless,  set,  and  unafraid, 

Though  the  assassin  thundered  at  the  door. 
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In  civic  strife  they  saw  thee  torn  apart 

And  knew  not  every  growth  is  born  in  pain ; 

In  every  nerve  and  fibre  start 
The  throbbings  of  the  mother-heart, 

And  shall  they  say  she  travaileth  in  vain  ? 

Her  very  freedom  nursed  her  own  unrest; 

Her  very  broadness  made  her  seem  confined ; 
'Twas  Evolution  beating  in  her  breast  ; 

’Twas  Aspiration  groping  in  her  mind. 

What  answer  then  shall  England  make  to-day 

While  worlds  look  on  and  wait  with  bated  breath 
Though  cravens  choose  the  cheaper  way 
The  cheaper  price  she  will  not  pay 

And  England  answers,  Honor,  or  the  death ! 

The  cry  of  Belgium  pierces  through  the  sea, 

The  heart  of  France  beats  wild  in  sudden  need; 
And  England’s  arm  is  fighting  for  the  free, 

And  England’s  faith  is  crystallized  in  deed ! 

Go  tell  the  scoffers  British  blood  is  red ! 

Go  tell  the  doubters  British  hearts  are  true ! 

The  liars  thought  her  honor  dead, 

The  liars  now  shall  die  instead, 

Her  mighty  arm  is  bared  to  dare  and  do ; 

No  sudden  impulse  sweeps  her  from  her  path ; 

No  smug  delusion  beckons  to  the  fray; 

But  all  her  seas  are  grey  with  armed  wrath 

As  her  brave  sons  rush  forth  to  greet  “The  Day! 
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We  Were  Men  of  the  Furrow 

We  were  men  of  the  furrow,  men  of  the  hammer  and 
spade ; 

Men  of  the  plain  and  the  forest,  children  of  commerce 
and  trade ; 

Men  of  the  day  and  the  distance ;  men  of  the  mothering 
earth ; 

Laying  the  lines  of  a  nation  nurturing  fair  from  the 
birth. 

Taking  our  freedom  for  granted,  we,  who  had  ever 
been  free; 

Speaking  the  tongue  of  our  fathers,  confident,  com¬ 
posite,  we; 

Welcoming  all  in  our  borders,  laying  our  wealth  at 
their  feet, 

Querying  not  of  their  motives;  holding  their  honor 
complete. 

Little  thought  we  of  the  war-cloud,  little  of  drilling 
and  drill; 

We  were  for  peace  with  our  neighbors — peace  (and 
a  pocket  to  fill)  ; 

Only  one  neighbor  we  counted,  only  one  neighbor  we 
knew ; 

Him — though  we  watched  him — we  trusted  ;  trusted, 
and  felt  he  was  true. 
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Proud  of  our  flag  and  traditions  ;  proud,  but  not  boast¬ 
fully  so; 

Dreaming  our  dreams  and  our  visions,  planning  the 
way  we  would  go ; 

Saying,  This  task  for  to-morrow;  life  shall  be  clay  in 
our  hands; 

We  shall  be  first  of  the  nations,  fattest  and  fairest  of 
lands. 


Then  in  the  quivering  heaven  gathered  the  threaten¬ 
ing  wrath ; 

We  looked — and  went  on  with  our  labors;  heard,  and 
replied  with  a  laugh  ; 

Surely  the  world  was  for  business;  (list  to  the  hammer 
and  spade) ; 

Leave  the  war-lords  to  their  lusting— on  with  our 
traffic  and  trade! 


1  hen,  in  a  flash,  it  was  on  us ;  blazed,  and  it  dazzled 
our  eyes; 

Then  for  a  moment  we  faltered,  suddenly  sick  with 
surprise ; 

Next,  by  the  blood  that  was  in  us,  and  a  manhood  not 
wholly  undone, 

We  were  stripping  the  cloth  for  the  khaki  and  dropping 
the  spade  for  the  gun. 
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What  of  the  men  of  the  furrow,  men  of  the  hammer 
and  spade, 

Men  without  heart  for  the  soldier,  loathing  his  life  and 
his  trade? 

What?  Let  the  enemy  answer;  he  scoffed  at  our 
fighters,  and  then 

The  flower  of  his  finest  battalions  went  down  to  our 
peace-loving  men. 


Well  may  the  world  read  a  lesson,  well  may  it  learn, 
and  be  wise ; 

Not  to  the  strong  is  the  battle ;  not  to  the  swift  is  the 
prize; 

Loud  is  the  boast  of  the  despot,  clanking  his  nation  in 
arms, 

But  beware  of  a  peace-loving  people  when  they  sweep 
from  their  forests  and  farms! 
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To  b  ranee 

We  little  knew  thee,  France;  we  thought — 

And  God  forgive  us  that  our  thought  was  sin — 
We  thought  thee  fair  without,  and  false  within ; 
And  did  not  seek  to  know  thee  as  we  ought. 

We  knew  the  face  thou  turnest  tourist-ward ; 

1  he  painted  face,  the  sensuous  design ; 

We  held  thy  virtue  subtle  as  thy  wine : 

As  cheap  and  subtle;  neighbor,  we  have  erred. 


For  thou  hadst  poured  thy  life  in  every  mould 
And  we  had  found  the  mould  of  our  desire ; 

We  warmed  our  marrows  at  thy  Latin  fire 
And  found  it  hot,  for  we  were  Saxon-cold. 

Forgive  us,  France ;  we  passed  the  lie  along : 

“A  thoughtless  people,  frivolous  and  gay;” 

And  now  we  know  thee;  we  can  only  say 
Forgive  us,  Fiance;  we  sinned;  we  did  thee  wrong 

How  well  thy  sons  have  risen  to  thy  need 
No  art  can  picture  on  the  printed  page; 

But  hoary  Time  shall  beckon,  age  to  age, 

The  deeds  of  France,  for  France  is  great  indeed. 
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And  that  black  lust  that  would  thy  virtue  rape 

And  set  a  ransom  on  thy  bruised  head: _ 

Its  spawnings  rot  among  the  countless  dead, 
And  all  its  land  is  wrapped  in  tears  and  crepe. 

And  thou  hast  suffered;  who  shall  count  the  toll? 
Thy  cup  of  grief  shall  silently  endure; 

But  thy  great  spirit  riseth  white  and  pure, 

For  France  is  still  a  nation  and  a  soul ! 
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Why  Don’t  fhey  Cheer  ? 

“Why  don’t  they  cheer?”  the  stranger  said, 

“Why  don’t  they  cheer  when  the  troops  go  out?” 

He  thought  our  hearts  were  cold  or  dead 
Because  we  raised  nor  song  nor  shout. 

But  we  had  known  them  in  the  past, 

That  ancient  past  when  peace  we  knew ; 

And  all  our  hearts  were  heavy-cast, 

And  all  our  eyes  were  wet  with  dew. 

Yon  lad — he  is  a  farmer’s  son, 

And  yon- — his  work  was  in  a  store, 

And  yon — he  only  joined  for  fun, 

He’d  never  been  from  home  before. 

And  yon — bis  hair  is  streaked  with  grey, 

He  heard  the  call  and  knew  the  cost ; 

With  calm  resolve  he  joins  the  fray 
That  younger  lives  may  not  be  lost. 

No  dress  parade  is  this  to-day; 

No  skirmish  with  the  lesser  lands  ; 

Red-fanged  war  obstructs  the  way 
And  murder  crouches  where  he  stands. 
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No  boast  is  ours  as  out  they  go, 

For  God  forbid  our  boast  were  bold ; 
The  end  we  hope,  but  cannot  know, 

Is  His  to  hasten  or  withhold. 


We  only  watch  our  marching  men 
With  silent  confidence  aflame, 

For  though  they  may  not  come  again 
Sharp  is  their  steel  and  true  their  aim. 

“Why  don’t  they  cheer?”  the  stranger  said, 
When  hearts  too  full  for  cheap  acclaim 
Were  beating  to  their  martial  tread 
The  deathless  honor  of  their  name. 
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In  the  Wheat 

His  wheat  is  golden  for  the  harvest  blade; 

Amid  its  ranks  red  prairie  roses  blow ; 

And  by  the  fringe  his  little  maid 

Trips  in  and  out;  she  is  too  young  to  know 

He  left  his  binder  canvased  in  the  shed; 

He  left  her  mother,  weeping,  at  the  gate; 
His  harvest  yields  a  richer  red 

And  shouts  for  reapers ;  other  fields  can  wait. 

When  in  the  Spring  across  the  fragrant  mould 
His  seeder-shuttle  wrought  a  richer  zone, 

He  did  not  dream  how  much  a  year  can  hold, 
Nor  what  a  field  should  ripen  with  his  own. 

His  care  was  all  for  simple,  selfish  things, — 
His  home,  his  wife,  his  horses,  and  his  child; 
No  thought  had  he  for  conquerors  and  kings, 
Or  reeking  power  and  innocence  defiled. 

Then  in  an  hour  his  soul  was  born  again; 

He  saw  himself  the  nation’s  instrument ; 
She  felt  a  pride  that  smothered  half  the  pain 
As  through  her  tears  she  nodded  her  assent. 

His  wheat  is  red  for  harvest,  but  his  blade 
Is  red  with  richer  harvest  at  his  feet; 

And  in  his  eyes,  clear,  calm,  and  unafraid 
He  sees  a  maiden  playing  in  the  wheat. 
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June ,  1915 

How  sweet  the  prairie  blossoms  bloom! 

How  soft  the  moonlight  nestles  on  the  lake ! 

There  is  no  hint  of  worlds  a-doom 

In  the  low  murmurings  the  night  birds  make  ; 

A  settler’s  window  winks  afar, 

As  wife  or  daughter  pass  athwart  the  light; 

And  in  the  East  is  still  a  star, 

And  the  warm  earth  breathes  softly  in  the  night 

The  whispering,  confidential  wheat 

Knows  the  hushed  thrill  of  harvest  in  its  womb; 

And  little  eyes  and  little  feet 

Flit  in  and  out.  and  twinkle  in  the  gloom ; 

The  breeze  that  stirs  across  the  plain 

Bears  the  soft  tang  of  smudge-smoke  in  its  breath ; 

There  is  no  sudden  cry  of  pain, 

Nor  horror  of  cold  eye-balls  fixed  in  death. 

And  can  it  be  so  fair  a  moon 

Can  smile  unmoved  on  scenes  of  war’s  debauch? 

That  Europe,  too,  has  still  her  June, 

And  o’er  her  shambles  bright  stars  watch? 

That  soft  winds  over  Flanders’  field 

Fondle  young  locks  like  mother-fingers  gone, 

And  the  red  dew  of  youth  is  sealed 

On  garden  leaf  and  grass  that  once  was  lawn  ? 
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Oh  faithless  Nature!  Man,  your  child, 

Writhes  in  a  strife  he  neither  sought  nor  knew; 
But  some  blind  impluse,  aimless,  wild, 

Grinds  him  in  dust  before  your  placid  view  ; 
His  quaking  faith  would  read  the  stars 

And  find  some  hope  not  shattered  at  its  base, 
But  all  the  heavens  shout  for  Mars, 

And  a  hard  smile  sits  on  the  cold  moon’s  face. 
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The  Silent  Ships 


Out  where  the  ocean  meets  the  sky  and  the  sky  sits  on 
the  rim, 

Where  the  sea  mists  fall  and  the  sea  birds  fly  and  the 
sea  rolls  grey  and  grim, 

And  the  dank  fog  lies  like  a  cloud  of  night  where  the 
sullen  waters  flow, 

The  silent  ships,  the  silent  ships,  the  ships  of  England 
go. 

They  drink  the  reek  of  the  washing  waves  when  the 
gale  whines  to  the  shore, 

At  ecpial  ease  though  the  soft  sea  laves  or  the  boiling- 
breakers  roar; 

Gaunt  and  grey  as  the  hand  of  death,  as  the  hand  of 
death  are  they, 

And  their  long  lines  lie  across  the  sky  as  they  wait  for 
the  toasted  “Day.” 

No  fishing  smack  is  the  prize  they  seek,  no  schooner 
coasting  by  ; 

Whene'er  the  guns  of  Britain  speak  "tis  fighting  men 
that  die; 

The  child  may  sleep  in  his  crib  secure  while  up  the  briny 
deep 

The  silent  ships,  the  silent  ships,  the  ships  of  England 
sweep. 
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Not  theirs  the  lot  to  strike  and  run,  not  theirs  to  fight 
and  flee; 

Their  heavy  duty  must  be  done— ’tis  theirs  to  hold  the 
sea ; 

In  storm  and  stress,  in  cloud  and  rain,  in  darkness  or 
in  light, 

They  hold  the  sea,  the  cold  black  sea,  the  wild  sea 
raging  white ! 

''That  British  men  may  lie  at  ease,  that  British  sleep  be 
sound, 

On  all  the  paths  of  seven  seas  the  silent  ships  are  found ; 

When  through  the  fastness  of  the  night  their  wireless 
warnings  leap, 

The  silent  ships,  the  silent  ships,  are  holding  well  the 
deep. 

Not  silent  shall  they  always  be;  at  length  the  silent  fleet 

Shall  wake  the  echoes  of  the  sea  when  foe  and  foemen 
meet ; 

And  steel  for  steel  and  shot  for  shot  the  fleet  shall 
freely  give 

The  price  we  pay  for  liberty,  the  price  we  pay  to  live. 

O  Nelson,  Drake  and  Frobisher,  O  men  who  made 
us  free, 

In  days  of  mighty  need  ye  were  the  masters  of  the 
sea ; 

And  masters  still  your  sons  shall  be  when  through  the 
storm  and  reek 

The  silent  ships,  the  silent  ships,  the  ships  of  England 
speak ! 
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The  Visitor 

He  stood  beside  me  in  the  night, 

When  darkness  laid  its  magic  on  my  eyes; 

By  some  swift  miracle  of  sight — 

Some  spirit-vision,  I  surmise — 

He  stood  beside  me  in  the  night. 

I  knew  him  well  when  we  were  boys; 

We  played  together  in  the  dawn  of  life; 

The  years  have  mingled  strange  alloys 
With  golden  friendships,  but  the  strife 
Had  left  us  true,  as  we  were  boys. 

I  had  not  heard  of  him  for  years, 

Except  a  letter  at  long  intervals, 

And  such  a  rumor  as  one  hears 

From  chance  acquaintance  ;  we  were  pals 
Who  trusted  friendship  to  the  years. 

We  never  talked  about  it  much; 

Perhaps  we  never  mentioned  it  at  all  ; 

I  don’t  remember;  he  was  such 
A  decent  chap,  there  was  no  call 
To  talk  about  our  friendship  much. 

But  I  remember  things  we  said 

And  plans  we  laid  for  days  when  we  were  men 
Poor  plans !  Could  we  have  seen  ahead 
We  might  have  been  less  happy  then — 

Perhaps  have  laughed  at  things  we  said. 
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And  then  the  war :  I  saw  his  name 

With  others  who  had  heard  their  country’s  call 
In  boyhood  days  no  vision  came 
Of  such  a  summons,  yet  withal 
He  answered,  for  I  saw  his  name. 

No  warlike  nature  spurred  him  on, 

For  he  was  gentle  as  the  summer  sun, 

And  hated  strife;  and  yet  there  shone 
Through  all  his  moods  a  fiery  one, 

And  Truth  and  Justice  spurred  him  on. 

He  stood  beside  me  in  the  night; 

I  might  have  reached  and  held  his  hand  in  mine 
It  was  so  human ;  but  the  sight 
Was  less  of  human  than  divine. 

What  time  I  saw  him  in  the  night. 

My  couch  was  far  from  foreign  strand, 

But  there  he  laid  him  down  forevermore  ; 

Yet  not  him  down ;  I  saw  him  stand ; 

I  might  have  held  him  by  the  hand ; 

His  same  old  boyish  look  he  wore. 

They  posted  him  among  the  dead ; 

They  think  he  sleeps  in  Flanders’  loam ; 

He  visited  with  me  instead; 

He  called  on  me  while  going  home. 
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He  Sleeps  in  Flanders 

He  sleeps  in  Flanders.  Well  he  sleeps, 

For  Flanders’  sleep  is  deep  indeed; 

About  his  bed  the  trench-rat  creeps ; 

In  some  far  home  a  woman  weeps; 

And  the  lone  moon  its  vigil  keeps 
Above  his  sleep  in  Flanders. 

No  note  shall  break  the  silent  sleep 

That  found  him  when  his  day  was  done ; 

No  note  is  blown  so  loud  and  deep 

That  it  can  pierce  the  gates  of  sleep — 

The  earthen  gates  full  damp  and  deep — - 
That  guard  his  sleep  in  Flanders. 

Fie  saw  not  where  his  path  should  lead, 

Nor  sought  a  path  to  suit  his  will ; 

Fie  saw  a  nation  in  her  need ; 

He  heard  the  cause  of  Honor  plead ; 

He  heard  the  call,  he  gave  it  heed, 

And  now  he  sleeps  in  Flanders. 

Yet  let  this  ray  of  light  remain, 

Though  darkness  cut  him  from  our  view 

We  know  the  sacrifice,  the  pain — 

We  cannot  feel  our  faith  is  vain — 

We  know  the  loss,  but  not  the  gain 
Of  those  who  sleep  in  Flanders. 
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The  Dragon 


A  dragon  slew  a  splendid  child 
And  gloried  in  the  shameful  act; 

A  noble  hound,  by  nature  mild, 

Was  stirred  to  horror  by  the  fact; 

Though  far  out-matched  in  strength  and  skill, 
His  honor  boded  no  restraint; 

He  swore  the  dragon  he  would  kill, 

And  with  it  kill  its  poison-taint. 

In  such  a  battle  as  the  world 

Had  never  seen,  the  two  engaged; 

The  dragon  all  its  furies  hurled, 

But  could  not  win  the  war  it  waged ; 

The  hound,  though  faint  from  idle  days, 
Revived  the  spirit  of  his  past; 

He  fought  beyond  all  words  of  praise, 

And  choked  the  reptile  dead  at  last. 

Then  homeward  as  the  victor  comes 
The  noble  hound  his  footsteps  turned, 

But  now  to  all  the  sound  of  drums 

A  strange  consuming  in  him  burned; 

His  eyes  were  red  with  battle’s  flame, 

His  teeth  were  red  with  battle’s  gore ; 

Men  said  the  hound  was  not  the  same 
As  he  had  been  before  the  war. 
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And  then  a  deeper  horror  grew ; 

The  hound  was  knarled  and  bent  and  dread; 
The  dragon’s  form  alone  he  slew, 

The  dragon’s  soul  was  his  instead ! 

And  men  looked  on  it  in  dismay 
And  cried,  “Alas  for  pride  of  race; 

1  he  hound  which  did  the  dragon  slay 
Is  now  a  dragon  in  its  place !” 
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The  Soldier’s  Wife 


I  see  them  walking  arm  in  arm 

Where  moonlight  falls  athwart  the  trees 
They  walk  secure  from  war’s  alarm ; 

The  war,  they  say,  is  overseas. 

The  night-wind  beats  up  from  the  South, 
And  warm  the  thoughts  that  beat  in  me; 
And  words  that  once  were  in  his  mouth 
Are  whispering  from  my  shelter-tree. 

We  weighed  our  sacrifice,  we  thought; 

We  counted  what  its  price  would  be; 

I  knew  the  pain,  the  strain,  but  not 
The  longing  that  envelops  me. 

Now  would  I  seize  him  back  again, 

Now — for  an  hour — one  hour  of  bliss ; 
To-night — who  knows? — but  hope  is  vain 
And  pulseless  as  his  phantom-kiss. 

The  bee  his  honey-flower  will  sip ; 

The  moon  reveals,  by  some  mischance, 
The  lovers  leaning  lip  to  lip  .  .  . 

Ah,  God  .  .  .  but  he’s  in  France. 
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The  Charity  Ward 

Is  it  well  to  boast  of  Empire  and  brag  of  Britain's 
might, 

Is  it  well  to  sing  of  her  soldiers  or  hurry  them  into 
the  fight. 

Is  it  well  to  raise  your  anthem  for  the  King  upon  his 
throne, 

While  ye  leave  the  Mother  Country  to  bear  the  load 
alone ? 

Many  the  winds  that  rise  and  fall  to  the  flag  that  ye 
call  your  own, 

And  ye  walk  secure  to  the  ends  of  earth  wherever 
that  flag  is  known; 

Safe  as  a  child  in  its  mother’s  arms  ye  come  and  ye 
go  at  will, 

And  ye  take  it  all  for  granted — and  your  Mother  pays 
the  bill. 

Never  a  wave  that  beats  your  shore  but  knows  her 
floating  steel. 

Never  a  sand  in  your  harbor  fronts  but  knows  her 
iron  keel, 

Never  a  child  in  your  inland  towns  but  lisps  of  her 
“hearts  of  oak,” 

And  the  breath  that  ye  breathe  as  the  air  of  God  is 
thick  with  her  sulphur-smoke. 

*First  published  in  190k 
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Truly  ye  come  of  a  nation,  sired  of  an  unwhipped 
breed, 

Girding  yourself  with  vigor,  virile  in  thought  and 
deed, 

Tracking  the  trackless  future,  making  its  hopes  your 
own 

As  ye  reap  the  fruit — the  peace  and  power — the 
Motherland  hath  sown. 


Truly  ye  love  your  Mother — never  more  loyal  word 

Than  boast  ye  make  of  Britain  by  British  ear  was 
heard — 

Valiant  are  ye,  and  haughty,  mighty  in  speech  and 
song, 

But  ye  turn  your  eyes  to  heaven  when  the  hat  is 
passed  along. 


Dreaming  your  dreams  and  visions — making  your 
dreams  come  true — 

Offering  not  of  your  substance,  offering  words  in 
lieu — 

Large  in  your  little  dealings,  small  in  your  great 
affairs, 

Proud  of  the  land  that  bore  ye,  but  blind  to  the  load 
she  bears. 
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Ye  give  of  your  blood  on  occasion — and  royal  and 
clean  the  gift — 

But  ye  know  the  load  is  heavy  and  ye  do  not  stoop 
to  lift;  ' 

And  hers  is  all  the  burden,  and  yours  is  all  the 
shame — 

The  charity-ward  of  the  Empire,  a  nation  only  in 
name ! 

Is  it  zi’ell  to  boast  of  Empire  and  brag  of  Britain’s 
might, 

Is  it  well  to  sing  of  her  soldiers  or  hurry  them  into 
the  fight, 

Is  it  zvell  to  raise  your  anthem  for  the  King  upon 
his  throne, 

While  ye  leave  the  Mother  Country  to  bear  the  load 
alone? 
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The  Submarine 

When  in  the  dawn  of  farthest  Time 
The  Spirit  on  the  waters  moved. 

And  living  creatures  of  the  slime 
The  travailing  Infinite  approved ; 

When  Chaos  bore  the  jungle  brute, 

And  Ocean  spawned  her  monster  brood, 
And  He  beheld  the  living  fruit 

And  in  His  wisdom  called  it  good — 

Could  He  have  known  the  mighty  deep 
To  birth  a  baser  brood  would  bring — 
Of  all  the  things  that  swim  or  creep 
The  foulest,  falsest,  crudest  thing 
That,  stealing  through  the  water-shade 
Sent  aimless  death  where’er  it  could — 
Would  He  at  all  the  world  have  made, 
Or,  having  made  it,  call  it  good? 

The  babe  her  idle  tears  may  weep  ; 

The  salt  sea  mingles  tears  with  hers ; 
There’s  mercy  in  the  surging  deep 
But  not  among  her  murderers; 

The  mother  clasps  her  child  in  death, 

And  sinks  beneath  the  sobbing  wave; 
The  empty  bubbles  of  her  breath 
A  moment  serve  to  mark  her  grave. 
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Oh  Man,  that  hast  subdued  the  sea, 
And  measured  heaven  with  a  span, 
The  gods  take  counsel  over  thee, 
Untamed,  untold,  unbounded  Man ! 
Thy  depth  is  equal  to  thy  height, 

Thy  baseness  infinitely  base; 

Thy  blackness  shows  all  other  white, 
Apostate  and  accursed  race! 
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Heroes  of  Peace 

( Capt .  Robert  F.  Scott  and  party.) 

Not  to  the  wreck  of  crashing  shell, 

Not  to  the  boastful  bugle’s  breath; 

Not  as  our  war-made  heroes  fell, 

Fell  they,  in  the  uttermost  gates  of  death ; 
Hungered,  and  lone,  in  the  ice-swept  zone, 
They  died  to  the  bleak  wind’s  monotone. 


Not  in  the  war  of  man  and  man, 

Not  in  the  red,  blood-heat  of  strife; 

Not  where  the  blasts  of  hatred  fan 
The  baser  hearts  at  the  price  of  life; 

Solemn  and  great,  they  sat  with  Fate, 

And,  knowing  the  end,  dared  still — to  wait! 


What  did  they  seek  in  that  manless  land? 

Glory,  or  gold,  or  rich  estate? 

Naught :  but  they  heard  their  God’s  command 
Which  bids  our  Britain  still  be  great! 

British — and  mad — they  could  die,  and  be  glad, 
While  the  wild  wastes  wept  for  them,  weirdly 
sad. 
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Kitchener 


Weep,  waves  of  England!  Nobler  clay 
W as  ne’er  to  nobler  grave  consigned ; 

The  wild  waves  weep  with  us  to-day 
Who  mourn  a  nation’s  master-mind. 

We  hoped  an  honored  age  for  him, 

And  ashes  laid  with  England’s  great; 

And  rapturous  music,  and  the  dim 

Deep  hush  that  veils  our  Tomb  of  State. 

But  this  is  better.  Let  him  sleep 

Where  sleep  the  men  who  made  us  free, 

For  England’s  heart  is  in  the  deep, 

And  England’s  glory  is  the  sea. 

One  only  vow  above  his  bier, 

One  only  oath  beside  his  bed; 

W e  swear  our  flag  shall  shield  him  here 
Until  the  sea  gives  up  its  dead! 

Leap,  waves  of  England!  Boast  fid  be, 
And  fling  defiance  in  the  blast, 

For  Earth  is  envious  of  the  Sea 

Which  shelters  England’s  dead  at  last. 
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